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FALLING FOR THE PLAYER 


I sit, waiting, trying to be patient. But how can I when my 
future is hanging in the balance with my injury. I’ve been 
lucky so far, an elite football player at the top level of my 
sport playing at my age. This is my future or so I thought. 


Until her. 
My life has been football since the beginning. 


I never thought I would find the one. Marriage and babies 
were not in my future until her. 


I’m a man of few words but only one comes to mind when I 
think of her ‘mine’ and she will be. I’m going to do what it 
takes to have her because when you find hands this 
magical, in combination with a body like that, there’s no 
way you just let it slip away without a fight. 


She will be mine. 
*Falling For The Player is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


I sit in the waiting room, trying to be patient. Someone like 
me isn’t used to waiting around. I normally get what I want 
delivered right to me, whenever I want it. Sad thing is, I 
guess now that I’m approaching the end of my career, the 
sharks in the water can smell it. 


I’m being melodramatic, probably. I’m only sitting around in 
the waiting room because, even though I’m an elite football 
player at the top level of my sport, this firm is also the top of 
their game. The best physical therapy clinic in the state. I 
thought I glimpsed a famous tennis player coming out of the 
building as I was parking my car. When you’re one face 
among a whole list of VIP clientele, that special treatment 
does tend to fade away a little. 


“Eric Fairlight?” a female voice calls out my name. I look up 
from the medical journal I’ve been flipping through, looking 
at the pictures of hideous injuries and checking for any 
articles about recovering from sports injuries, and see her 
waiting for me in the doorway. 


She looks, just for a moment, like an angel. She’s wearing 
the white uniform of the clinic, a tunic with silver buttons 
down one side over capri trousers, and the light from the 
room behind her plays with her blonde hair and shines 
around her like a halo. I’m distracted, staring at her as she 
comes more into focus and I realize she isn’t an angel at all. 
Just doing her best imitation of one. 


I look her up and down as I stand, limping slightly at the 
pressure on my busted right knee. She’s just exactly my 
type: all curves and swerves from head to toe, like an 
ancient carving of a fertility goddess, enough meat on her 
bones to grab onto. I normally try not to look at the women 
that tend to throng around me, concentrating on the game 
is the most important thing. Maybe it’s my injury putting a 
chink in my armor, but I don’t want to take my eyes off her. 


“T don’t know you,” I say, moving over to her carefully and 
slowly. I don’t want to make my knee worse before my 
session. 


“T just joined the team here,” she says, giving me a nervous 
smile. “Dr. Wallace will see you now.” 


I head into the room past her, deliberately letting my hand 
graze her shoulder, resting there for a moment as if I need 
support getting in through the doorway. Dr. Wallace, my 
usual therapist, is standing just beyond the therapy bed, his 
hands clasped loosely in front of him. 


“What’s your name?” I ask, my attention moving back 
immediately towards my angel. I’ll need something to call 
her, after all. Angel won’t get me very far if I want to look 
her up on social media. 


“Jenny,” she says, automatically, and when Dr. Wallace 
clears his throat, she corrects herself. “Miss Heath.” 


“Not a doctor?” I ask, leaning against the doorframe. I 
pretend I’m winded from the walk over, giving me a little 
more time to talk with her. 


“I'm undergoing the last part of my training here,” she says. 
“Dr. Wallace has allowed me to shadow him for the next few 
weeks.” 


“Huh.” I look up at Dr. Wallace. “So, doc, how good is she?” 


“Miss Heath graduated the best in her year,” Dr. Wallace 
says, smiling politely. “When she finishes her training, she’ll 
be joining us as a full member of staff.” 


“She can take me for this session then,” I say, shuffling over 
to the bed and laying down in preparation. 


Dr. Wallace is gaping above me. “But I am far more 
experienced. Mr. Fairlight, this is a recurring injury for you. 
You need the best care.” 


I know that what he says is true. Frankly, I wish he wouldn’t 
keep reminding me of it. I know this is it for me. If I don’t 
get better in time for the next game, a couple of months 
away now, then I’ll be off the team. My career will be over 
for good, and there are plenty of hungry young athletes 
waiting to take my place from me. There won’t be another 
chance. 


But, still. “You said she was the best in her class,” I say. 
“That means she’s freshly studied up and she knows all of 
the latest techniques. Right?” 


“Well - yes - but...” Dr. Wallace stammers. 


“Like you said, Dr. Wallace, this is a recurring injury.” I flick 
a disinterested gaze towards her. “That means last time you 
helped me, it came back anyway. Maybe a new therapist 
can help me work through this in a different way.” 


Dr. Wallace’s mouth opens and closes like a fish before he 
finally heads towards the door. “Call me if you need any 
help at all, Jenny,” he says, his voice clipped and harsh - 
before he leaves, closing the door behind him, and leaving 
me alone with my angel. 


CHAPTER TWO 


J enny 


I watch Dr. Wallace leave the room, feeling my heart do 
somersaults inside my chest. I’m not ready to do this on my 
own, am I? I’ve never had a patient all to myself before, and 
for it to be Eric Fairlight. 


Of course, I know who he is. I’ve seen him play. He’s famous 
- really famous. I remember my dad cheering for him when 
I was younger. He’s been in the game for longer than most 
players manage, and he’s done that mostly by steering clear 
of major injuries that would end his career. That means I 
have to be careful right now, because if I get this wrong, I 
could be putting a hero out of commission. 


I turn to face him with what I hope is a confident smile 
plastered across my face, and instantly feel it falter. While 
sitting on the therapy bed he has already stripped off his 
jacket, leaving him in a tight black t-shirt that clings to all of 
the contours of his muscles. Not only that, but the black 
sweatpants he was wearing are also coming down as I 


watch, he’s sitting up to push them down over his ankles, 
leaving his legs bare. 


And leaving me trying very, very, very hard not to look at 
the, well, package between his legs. 


To my relief he is wearing black boxer shorts, but to my 
horror, they are pretty tight ones, straining around the 
muscles of his football player thighs. I swallow hard, and 
remind myself that this is nothing that I haven’t seen during 
my training. A body is a body. 


Just because it’s a very hot one, I shouldn’t allow myself to 
get distracted. 


“Are you... sure about this?” I ask hesitantly. Hesitant 
because I know that I’m probably not doing myself any 
favors if I make him doubt my abilities, but also because 
even I’m not too sure I can do this. 


“Of course,” he says, like it’s nothing. He lays back on the 
table, ready for me to do my work. 


I swallow hard again. I have to pull my eyes away from his 
face, familiar and perfect. He’s gorgeous, like a Roman 
statue chiseled out of marble, except that his skin is golden. 
Like a god. His eyes are blue, so pale they make you look 
twice. The pictures and his appearances on television, I 
decide, do him absolutely no justice. He’s far better looking 
in real life. 


I have no idea why he wants me to do this, considering that 
he knows I’m less experienced than Dr. Wallace, but here 
we are. I have to do this. I try to shake off the nerves by 
literally shaking my hands in the air, hoping that he doesn’t 
notice. The attraction I feel for him really isn’t helping my 
hands to stay steady. 


“Tt’s your right leg, isn’t it, Mr. Fairlight?” 


“ETES 


I look up and find him watching me, his head tilted up 
slightly from the table so that he can watch through lidded 
eyes. I nod nervously, wetting my lips. “Eric. The right?” 


He nods once. I wonder if he’s terse now because he’s not 
as impressed with me as he thought he would be. He 
seemed so talkative before. Did I do something wrong? I 
swallow hard again, trying to dislodge the bundle of nerves 
that seems to be sitting right inside my throat now, and 
move closer to his leg. 


The knee appears a little inflamed in comparison to the left, 
and I can see where it must have been hurting him. It’s 
strapped up, and I have to carefully peel off the tape to get 
a good look at it - which means my hands brushing over his 
skin, sending electric sparks up to my elbows and beyond, 
making me catch my breath as I shake even more. 


When I first set my hands onto his now bare knee to test it, 
he winces in pain. “Sorry,” I say automatically. 


He shakes his head. “Just do it,” he says. His voice is a little 
strained now, perhaps in anticipation of the coming pain. 


I take a deep breath, and use my hands to lift his calf, 
bending the knee and watching how it moves. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


I watch my angel as she works. I wonder if she knows that 
she’s blushing pink, like a rose, and that her hands are 
shaking when she touches me. It’s adorable. 


I hiss in pain as she bends and straightens my knee, an old 
routine that I’m familiar with even if it does hurt like hell. I 
know she has to assess the injury first. I just wish that didn’t 
mean provoking it. 


“Sorry,” she says again, the flame in her cheeks heating up 
even more. I let my head drop back onto the table, no 
longer watching her. As attractive as I find her, this will be 
easier if I let my body relax instead of craning my head to 
try to get a glimpse of her ass when she leans over me. 


I don’t feel the need to talk. Really, I’ve never been big on 
words. I say the ones that are necessary. If I have a question 
to ask, I’ll ask it - direct and to the point. If I want to share 
an opinion, I’ll do that. It tends to rub people the wrong 
way. I just don’t see the point in beating around the bush or 
trying to be subtle. 


I let my eyes slide shut, feeling Jenny’s hands work over me. 
After the initial twinge of pain, it actually feels much better 
already. Her hands are gentle and deft, and they seem to 
know what they’re doing. I wonder if that applies to other 
activities as well. I feel a small twitch inside my shorts at the 
thought and start trying to run through practice plays in my 
head instead. After all, if I get hard right now, it’s not like 
I’ll be able to hide it. 


I let my eyes drift open again, watching the part of her that 
I can see from this angle. Her face is set in concentration. 
The embarrassment seems to have gone away now that 
she’s focused on her work. Her hands are warm and soft, 
though firm in their movements, and I can feel the ache in 
my knee fading away. 


Trainee or not, Jenny is perfect. I made the right choice. I 
catch myself moving my head again, getting another 
glimpse at her body. Those curves put them together with 
those hands of hers, and I’m about ready to lose my mind. 


The door opens, an abrupt intrusion into our shared calm. 
It’s Dr. Wallace again. Didn’t I tell him to go away? 


“How’s it going in here?” he asks. “Jenny, don’t roll your 
hands like that. You’ll want to apply more pressure around 
the ligament ending.” 


“Oh - yes, Dr. Wallace,” Jenny says, changing her technique. 
I instantly wince. That doesn’t feel right at all, definitely not 
as good as whatever she was doing before. 


“Now, I really don’t think we ought to be leaving you in the 
care of someone so inexperienced, Mr. Fairlight,” Dr. 
Wallace says, hurrying around the side of the table and 
brushing Jenny’s hands out of the way. “It needs to be done 
like this, Jenny - not like that.” 


He starts groping at my knee, working the muscles. I feel 
an instant change, the pain flares right back up again, and I 
can’t help but feel that something is wrong. 


“Hey,” I say, pushing myself up to a sitting position. “Stop.” 


Dr. Wallace removes his hands, but looks at me with barely 
concealed confusion. Misinterpreting me completely, he 
quickly turns on Jenny. “See? You’ve already caused more 
damage. It’s our job to help athletes like Mr. Fairlight get 
better, not make them worse. Get out of here, go on! I'll 
give you a disciplinary debrief later.” 


Jenny backs away. She looks like she’s about to cry, and her 
eyes are stuck on the floor as she moves back. She’s about 
to pass me and head for the door, I stick my arm out, 
blocking her path. 


“No,” I say. “You go. She’s fine.” 


Dr. Wallace gapes at me for the second time today. Is he 
stupid? “I’m not going to leave you in the hands of some 
incompetent, wet-behind-the-ears slip of a thing...” he 
starts, but I’m not prepared to listen to the rest of what he 
has to Say. 


“Leave.” I demand. 


A change comes over Dr. Wallace’s face, pinching it 
together. He turns on Jenny again, somehow chasing her 
into the corner of the room in a matter of seconds as she 
tries to duck away from him. “What have you been doing, 
you stupid girl? I told you this was a bad idea. I’ll have you 
struck off our list. You shouldn’t be allowed to finish your 
training after something like this.” 


He isn’t listening to me, and I only know one way to make 
him. It usually works. My aim is good - I mean, obviously. 
It’s not like I do this for a living or anything. 


Dr. Wallace ducks with a yelp as the clipboard featuring all 
of my personal injury details soars through the air and 
clatters against the wall next to his head. I didn’t want to 
actually hit him, at least not this time. The threat is enough. 


“What was that?” he demands. 
“You weren't listening,” I tell him, deadpan. 


Dr. Wallace is shaken, I can see that from how hard he’s 
trying to pretend that he isn’t. He shakes his head, his face 
going red, and moves towards the door. “Fine. I don’t want 
to work with a madman. You’re welcome to try to deal with 
him if you think you can handle it, Jenny.” 


With that last retort over his shoulder, he slams the door 
behind him, and he’s gone. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


J enny 


“Um,” I say, really not sure where to go from here. 


Eric lays back down on the table as if nothing happened, 
and gestures to his knee. I take this as an instruction to get 
back to it, and head over, trying not to feel frightened. Dr. 
Wallace was being a bully, and it was totally unjustified, the 
client even told him I was doing a good job. But I still didn’t 
expect Eric to throw something. 


“Why did you do that?” I ask, figuring it’s better to broach 
the subject while my hands are still massaging over his 
knee. 


“He hurt me,” Eric says, his voice short and to-the-point as 
before. “And he was mean to you.” 


That’s kind of fair, I suppose, I can’t argue with any of it. So, 
I continue working in silence, with nothing more to say. 


I’m almost done with moving his knee up and down, one of 
the last exercises I have to put him through to finish the 
session, when he speaks again, almost making me jump. 


He’s so quiet, I just keep going into my own little world, 
totally focused on his knee. 


“Did I scare you?” he asks. 


“N-no,” I say, although to be honest, I did wonder if I was 
going to get something thrown at me next. “It’s fine.” 


There’s a pause for a few moments as I finish off the 
exercise. “I’m sorry,” he says, finally. 


“Like I said, it’s fine,” I say nervously, trying to give him a 
smile that I’m not convinced goes all the way to my eyes. 
When I catch his gaze again, though, I find I can’t look 
away. He’s so handsome. Those cool blue eyes just watch 
me, like he can read everything about me right away. 


“Tt isn’t.” He sits up. I guess he knows enough to recognize 
the session is finished and stares at me even more intently. 
“You don’t have to be afraid of me.” 


Something about the way his eyes bore into mine makes me 
blush and duck my head. “I’m not. I mean, I won’t be. I 
mean, I guess, thanks.” 


“Come out for dinner with me.” 


The request is so abrupt and out of nowhere that for a 
moment I don’t think I’ve heard him right. “Excuse me?” 


“Dinner,” he repeats. “With me.” 


“Um.” I can’t look away from his face again, trapped by 
those eyes of his. I really would love to go out to dinner with 
him. It’s a shame that there’s no way he can possibly be 
serious, at least, definitely not like that. He probably just 
wants to butter me up so that I won’t report him, or 
something. Which I won’t, because I think he just saved my 
job anyway. I put on a false, bright laugh, hoping it sounds 


real. “Oh, you’re so funny. Don’t worry about me. You don’t 
have to do that.” 


“Sure?” 


“No, no, it’s fine.” I turn away from him and start clicking 
away on the computer in the corner of the room, opening 
our appointment book. “When should we make your next 
appointment?” 


“Same time next week,” he suggests. 


“Okay. It’s all booked now,” I say with a false smile. “I’ll see 
you then.” 


“T look forward to it,” he says, pulling his clothes back on. I 
head for the door so that he can finish getting changed in 
private, my heart beating fast in my chest to know that I 
was even in the same room as him. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


I wake up in the morning and roll out of bed, and to my 
surprise, my knee takes my full weight. Every morning 
since the injury I’ve stood up and immediately hopped in 
pain, putting all my weight on my other knee, but today it 
works. 


Jenny must have done something right. I think of her witha 
sly smile, remembering the shape of her body in that 
uniform. If I close my eyes I can almost imagine the way she 
would fit into my hands. Damn, I’ve got to stop thinking like 
this. Today is a practice day, and it’s not like me to get 
distracted. 


I shower, change, and head to the field where we train, 
nodding at my coach as I pass by him into the changing 
rooms. 


“Hey, Fairlight,” he says, interrupting my walk. “ You cleared 
to train?” 


“Light training,” I shrug. 


“What did your physio say?” 


I smirk to myself. Actually, Jenny was so distracted by 
everything that happened that she didn’t give me any 
advice at all. But this isn’t the first time I’ve hurt my knee. I 
know what I’m doing and I know that even if it feels good at 
the moment, I shouldn’t push it too far until it’s fully healed. 
“Just light,” I repeat. 


Coach sighs and rolls his eyes. He knows I’m not about to 
launch into a speech on the details. “Fine, fine. Just don’t 
push it.” 


I grin and head past him, to change with my teammates and 
get the practice underway. 


We always warm up together. First we do some stretches, 
then run a couple of laps. I’m tentative, especially under 
Coach’s watchful eye, but it holds up pretty well. 


That Jenny, she has magic hands that’s for sure. Running 
practice strategies and formations, I barely feel any pain at 
all. I know I’m taking it easy, but still - I didn’t expect it to 
feel so good, so quickly. Normally, my recovery time is a lot 
longer. 


“What happened to you?” one of my teammates, Chuck, 
asks as we head towards the showers at the end of the 
practice. “When I saw you the other day you could barely 
walk. Now you’re almost healed. What did you do?” 


I grin. “New physio.” 


“Well, damn.” Chuck nudges his shoulder against mine, 
almost knocking me over. “Gimme their number. I wanna 
get that treatment.” 


I shake my head. “Not happening.” 
“Why not?” 


I turn towards the showers, telling him the reason over my 
shoulder. “She’s mine.” 


And she is even if she doesn’t realize it yet. She’s only 
playing hard to get right now, pretending to laugh off my 
invitation to dinner. I’ll play her game if that’s what she 
needs. I’ll chase after her. I’m going to do what it takes to 
get her - because when you find hands this magical, in 
combination with a body like that there’s no way you just let 
it slip away without a fight. 


A physio session with a happy ending? Now, there’s a 
thought. I slip into a private shower cubicle, allowing that 
thought to take me where it will. Even just picturing her 
giving me a normal physio session butt naked is enough to 
make me hard as hell. I can’t imagine how good it will be 
when I get to take her, when I make her mine. 


I’m not sharing her with anyone, not even for physio 
services. She’ll be my magic secret. And if I can make this 
date happen like I’m planning, then it might not be long 
before she realizes that she wants the same thing. 


CHAPTER SIX 


J enny 


I turn, and Eric is right there behind me on the table. 
“What happened?” he smirks. He’s far more talkative than I 
remember. “Did you forget to wear pants today?” 


I look down at my body and realize I’m wearing only my 
white tunic, barely even covering my panties. “No,” I say, in 
a sexy voice that doesn’t even sound like it’s coming from 
me. “I left them off for your benefit.” 


“Oh, really?” he says. He sits up and swings his legs around 
the side of the table, then pulls me snug in-between them. 
“Then I'd better get a closer look.” 


“Do you look with your hands?” I ask him teasingly, feeling 
his fingers wandering over my ass. 


“Yeah, baby,” he says, nuzzling his face against my chest. 
“As a matter of fact, Ido. And I want to see all of you.” 


His hands squeeze my ass tightly, then one of his fingers 
slips further between my legs. They part for him easily, and 


I moan as he touches me, feeling myself getting wetter and 
wetter... 


My alarm blares in my face bringing me crashing back to 
reality with an unpleasant shock. I turn it off and flush 
bright red, even though I’m completely on my own. Was I 
just having a hot dream about Eric Fairlight? How 
embarrassing. Worse still, my body is hot and aching, and I 
really am wet. What has gotten into me? He’s one of my 
clients and I have to see him today! I really don’t need those 
kinds of images going around in my head. 


I drag myself to the clinic, feeling strangely unenthusiastic. 
I thought I would be excited to see him again - in fact, I’ve 
been looking forward to it all week, especially as he’s the 
only appointment where I get to take a break from Dr. 
Wallace. The man clearly hates me now, and I have to 
wonder exactly how long it’s going to be before he finds 
some excuse to fire me. 


At least while I’m the only physio that Eric Fairlight will see 
he’s got to keep me on. 


But still, now that the moment is here, I’m filled with 
apprehension. Maybe it’s because of the dream. I feel 
uncomfortable, knowing I was thinking about him like that, 
and I’m afraid he’ll be able to read it in my face. 


Even so, when the time for our appointment comes and I 
step out into the waiting room to call his name, my heart 
does a flip in my chest at the sight of him. “Mr. Fairlight?” I 
Say. 


He grunts. 
I smile, remembering. “Sorry. Eric.” 


He gets up now, following me into the treatment room. He 
looks almost exactly the same as he did the last time. Same 


jacket, same black t-shirt, same black sweats. He starts to 
peel them off as soon as the door is closed behind me, 
clearly not shy at all about stripping down. 


What am I thinking? Of course, he’s comfortable here. This 
is a medical office. He’s here to get treatment on his body, 
not to be ogled. 


“Let’s start with some simple stretches, shall we?” I say. I’m 
determined to be more professional this week. Last time, I 
didn’t even give him any advice about what he could or 
couldn’t do on the knee, I was so flustered. I can only hope 
he hasn’t done more damage to it. 


I’m pleased to find that when I touch my fingers to his knee, 
and feel sparks shooting through them again at the thought 
of being so close to him, the inflammation hasn’t increased. 
Actually, he’s managed to bring it down no thanks to my 
incompetence. I say a quick prayer of thanks in my head for 
the fact that I didn’t manage to ruin his career by being a 
silly girl, and start on the proper exercises. 


“Will I be able to play?” he asks abruptly. As always, I feel 
like I’ve been woken up from a dream. He’s so quiet and 
still, and solid, that I feel totally at ease when I’m working 
on him. He’s not like anyone else. 


“When?” I ask. 


He shrugs, which isn’t much of anything to go by. I guess he 
means, at all. 


“Not yet.” I lay his leg down straight on the table for a 
second to let him rest. “A couple of months at least.” 


“There’s a game,” he says. “Just under two months.” 


I chew my lip, looking down at his leg. That helps me to 
focus. If I’m looking at his leg, I’m not thinking about how 


handsome he is. 
Not that his bronzed, muscular leg isn’t also hot. 


“We might be able to make it by then,” I say thoughtfully. At 
least it’s a distraction from the heat I can feel rising up my 
collar. “If you stick to your regular sessions, rest in- 
between, do your strengthening exercises, and take it easy 
in training... it’s possible. Not a guarantee.” 


“T understand.” He sits up, even though the session isn’t 
over yet. “That dinner. Tonight?” 


I blink at him, losing myself in those light blue eyes again. 
“Dinner?” I squeak, just about the only thing I can manage 
to get out. I’m not proud of it, but it’s the only reaction I 
have in me. Was he really serious last week? I thought he 
would have forgotten about it by now. 


“Yes,” he says looking me straight in the eye, and I know 
he’s serious. Totally serious. Deadly serious, even. 


Which makes no sense to me at all. 


“Tonight?” A fear constricts my throat. I haven’t got 
anything to wear. I live over an hour away, so there’s no 
chance I’ll have time to go home, change and get ready. I 
wasn’t prepared for this. 


“T insist.” Eric says. 
I have no doubt in my mind that he means it. 


“I can’t,” I say, panic rising up through my whole body. I 
think of the humiliation of going to some fancy restaurant, 
the kind that Eric Fairlight must go to, wearing my work 
uniform. People will look at me like I’m the hired help. 
Maybe I am. “I don’t have anything with me to wear, it’s too 
soon. I can’t be ready in time.” 


“You'll be ready.” I feel a cool touch on my hands and look 
down to see that Eric is holding them, stopping them from 
shaking. “I promise.” 


What does that mean? I have the rest of the session to 
wonder, because he doesn’t elaborate at all. I take him 
through a new exercise routine he should follow to 
strengthen his knee, and then give him a warning not to 
push it too far, and it’s not until he is heading back out of 
the room that he looks at me for a moment and pauses. 


“Seven,” he says, and then he’s gone, leaving me to wonder 
how on earth I’m going to be ready for some fancy dinner 
not even an hour after I finish work. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


I lean against my car, waiting for her to come outside. With 
my large frame and Lamborghini I normally can’t go too 
long without attracting a lot of attention. People want 
autographs and selfies. It’s boring even though it’s part of 
the job. So long as they don’t want to talk to me too much, 
it’s fine. 


Here, though, everything is quiet. This clinic has a great 
reputation for a reason. The parking lot is completely 
private, and no one can get inside unless they have an 
appointment. The fact that there’s a security guard on duty 
is also how I made sure that Jenny hasn’t slipped out 
without me and gone home, not that I could imagine why 
she would do that. Still, she’s been playing hard to get, and 
women have their ways. Not that I know too much about it, 
only to expect the unexpected. 


When she comes down the steps at the front of the building 
I almost drop my car keys. I knew she was going to look 
good, but I hadn’t quite expected this. 


Her hair is loose around her shoulders, and though she 
hasn’t been able to put on more makeup, I think she looks 
beautiful in this more natural style. As for her body, it looks 
stunning in the dress I had delivered to her here about an 
hour ago, knowing she would need it. 


I’m glad I made the effort. The white fabric hugs her body 
tightly, swathed across to one side in a way that only 
accentuates her curves. I want to put my hands all over her 
already, and we haven't even started on our date. I need to 
control myself. 


“Hi,” she says, nervous and hesitant. She reaches up to tuck 
a strand of hair behind her ear. “I hope you don’t think I’m 
underdressed. I didn’t have any shoes with me...” 


I glance down at her feet, realizing I did forget something 
after all. “We can go buy some shoes now,” I shrug. “Or just 
eat.” 


She flushes slightly, shaking her head. “I don’t want to get 
in any trouble. You already bought me this dress. You really 
didn’t have to.” 


“No trouble,” I say and wait, but she doesn’t change her 
mind, so I open the car door for her. She gets in and I close 
it after her, hearing that satisfying precision click of a well- 
manufactured luxury sports car. After football, I used to say 
driving this car was my favorite thing to do. I’ve got a 
feeling that it’s about to be displaced. 


I slide behind the wheel which isn’t particularly easy. I 
always have to fold and tuck my body just so to fit into the 
driver’s seat. They don’t make sports cars with my kind of 
bulk in mind, which is kind of stupid considering that sports 
stars are the ones who can afford these things. Still, once 
I’m in the bucket seat is comfortable as ever. I think of it 


hugging her curves the way it holds me and flash her a 
grin. 


“Where are we going?” she asks. I can still hear the nerves 
in her voice. It’s natural. People are usually nervous around 
me at first, especially if they know who I am. 


“To eat,” I say simply. What else could it be? 


Later in the drive it occurs to me that she might be asking 
where we’re going because she’s nervous it will be 
somewhere flashy and expensive, somewhere she’ll feel out 
of place. I already covered that when I asked her out and 
she reacted in such an anxious way. I wouldn’t take her 
somewhere she wouldn’t like, especially not on the first 
date. 


We drive in comfortable silence until we pull up outside the 
restaurant, which is how I like it. Then I hear a little gasp of 
surprise as she realizes where we’re pulling into. 


“Donny’s Pizza?” she says, as if she can’t quite believe we’re 
this is where I’ve brought her. 


“Yeah.” I say. “Best pizza in town.” 
“T know,” she breathes. “I come here all the time.” 


Good. That means she’ll be comfortable. I get out of the car 
and head around to her side. I tilt my head for a moment at 
the sound coming from inside the vehicle, then chuckle to 
myself as I realize she’s trying to open the door and failing. 


“Child lock,” I say, opening the door for her and holding out 
my hand. 


Jenny hesitates before taking it and stepping out. “I thought 
I wasn’t opening it right.” 


I shake my head at her. “You weren’t. I should get it for 
you.” Some people might call me old fashioned, but I don’t 
think a woman should have to lift a finger if she’s with a real 
man. He should do everything, from opening doors to 
pulling out her chair. 


We head inside, and there is a small amount of buzz as 
heads turn towards us. I stand out, of course, not many men 
are over six feet tall, let alone six foot five. People are bound 
to want to get a look, although I’ve never particularly liked 
it. It doesn’t help that once they get that good look, they 
often realize they’ve seen me play. Then it gets awkward. 


Coming to a more local place like this, where they aren’t 
used to serving celebrities, isn’t my usual style. I don’t like 
getting interrupted for autographs when I trying to eat. But 
if it makes Jenny feel more comfortable, then that’s the way 
it has to be. I’m fine with sacrificing my comfort for hers. 


“Right this way, sir,” a slightly overawed waitress says. She 
leads me and Jenny to a corner table, where I can sit with 
my back to the room and hope to avoid too much more 
notice. Perfect. 


I nod my thanks, then head over to pull out Jenny’s chair. 
She goes to sit down opposite the place I had marked for 
myself and I give a small grunt of frustration. “Here,” I say. 
Has no one ever treated this girl right? She thinks I would 
just seat myself and leave her to fend for herself? 


She flashes me an embarrassed look as she sits. “I didn’t 
realize,” she stammers, her cheeks going red. I push the 
chair forward in time with her sitting, until I’m satisfied she 
is comfortable, and place my hand on her shoulder for a few 
moments to let her know it’s alright. 


Then I take my place. “What’s good here?” I ask, a rare joke 
to try to lighten the mood. 


“Um, the pizza,” Jenny says, making owlish eyes at me. 


I look straight at her until she realizes, and she flushes red 
again. 


“Oh, right,” she says. “That was a joke. Have you really 
been here before?” 


“A few times,” I say, glancing around. I’ve been playing in 
this city for the last ten years, and I’ve gotten to know it 
pretty well in that time. When I was younger I would come 
out to these kinds of places more. Before the hassle got to 
be too much. I spot an older couple several tables over 
staring at us and duck my head, hoping they’ll take the hint 
and stay away. 


“Have you been doing your exercises regularly?” Jenny 
asks. 


I blink and look at her. I didn’t think we were going to have 
to resort to shop talk so quickly. “Of course.” 


“Good.” She smiles. “I really do think we can get you back 
into playing shape by the first game of the season. So long 
as you don’t take any unnecessary risks, that is.” 


I nod. We’ve been over all of this already. But then again, 
maybe she’s trying to flirt in her own way? “Like physical 
action?” I prompt. 


“You can still train within reason,” Jenny says. “Just don’t 
put unneeded pressure on your knee. Try to keep it 
supported where you can.” 


I try again. “Like in a bed.” 


“Sure, getting some rest is also good for you,” Jenny says. 
She has her face buried in the menu now, and I don’t think 
she got any of my hints at all. 


It’s almost like this isn’t a date, just a client and his physio 
eating together out of convenience. 


“You know,” I say. “This is a date.” 


“Of course, it is,” Jenny says, looking up at me with a blank 
expression. “ You said that earlier.” 


“I mean a real date.” I take a breath, watching her. “You 
don’t think it is.” 


Her expression goes through a few changes, confusion, 
doubt, even something that could almost be fear or anger. 
“No,” she says at last. “I don’t.” 


And I’ve got my work cut out for me. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


J enny 


“Why not?” Eric asks me. 


The simple question takes my breath away. Why don’t I 
think this is a real date? Because, come on! He’s a 
superstar athlete, even if he is coming up to the end of his 
career. And me? I’m just a fat trainee who hasn’t been out 
on a date, ever. No one has ever looked at me twice. No 
one. Definitely not someone like Eric Fairlight. 


But it’s not like I actually want to say that out loud. 
Especially not to him. It’s humiliating. I feel like I don’t 
know whether to cry or run away or try somehow to laugh it 
off. But I know whatever happens Ill end up sitting here on 
my ass, because you don’t just walk away from dinner with 
Eric Fairlight. Even if it’s not a real date. 


“You’re my client,” I say, at last. I know the pause has been 
long and awkward because of the way he’s watching me. 
These cool blue eyes seem to just watch me without 
blinking, looking right inside my head and reading my 


thoughts. I wonder why he has to bother to ask me 
questions at all. 


“So what?” Eric asks. 


He’s so short in the way he speaks. He gives almost nothing 
away. I want to shake him by his massive, muscular 
shoulders and tell him to give me more information. To tell 
me what he’s thinking. But I don’t think he would budge 
even an inch if I tried. 


“Tt’s not right,” I say. “There are...rules about that.” 
“Are there?” he shrugs. 


Actually, he could be right. I don’t remember reading 
anything about getting into relationships with clients in my 
contract, much less about just going out to dinner with 
them. But that’s not the point. I’m supposed to be a 
professional. 


“Well,” I say, knowing I’m not being entirely convincing. 
Then I’m saved because the waitress reappears and asks 
for our orders. 


I feel shy about ordering food, I always have when I’m with 
strangers. But when Eric orders the biggest, most meat- 
loaded pizza on the menu all to himself as well as a side of 
fries and battered onion rings, I know I don’t have to feel 
embarrassed. I ask for a medium pizza, still probably 
smaller than I could eat, but I’m trying to be sensible, and 
no sides. 


Then the waitress is gone, and there’s a strange silence 
between us. I’m about to open my mouth and speak again 
when I’m interrupted by another visitor, this time a family 
with a young son who's snuck shyly over to our table. 


“Excuse me, sir,” the father says, from under a cap 
emblazoned with Eric’s team logo. “I wondered if you might 
sign my son’s book, there? He’s a big fan.” 


Eric had looked up with a flat expression at first, and I 
thought he was angry. I was worried that he might be rude 
and tell them to go away, but as soon as his eyes fall on the 
young boy, they soften. 


“Sure,” he says, reaching out for the notebook the boy is 
offering up. Probably whatever he’d had on him, to keep 
him entertained while they waited for their food. He can’t 
be more than seven years old. Eric signs it with a crayon 
from the coloring kit the restaurant leaves out for kids, and 
gives the boy a firm nod and smile. 


“Thanks, mister,” the boy says, after a nudge on the back 
from his dad. 


“You’re welcome,” Eric says. Then he turns his eyes back to 
me, and the family drifts away, thankfully understanding 
that their moment is done. 


The waitress arrives next, dodging around the family with 
our drinks. That was quicker than I’ve ever been served 
here. I guess they pull out all the stops when there’s a VIP 
in their seats. Behind her come two more waiters, each 
carrying a tray of food, my pizza and Eric’s sides on one, 
and his enormous pizza on the other. 


I’m glad for the distraction. Tucking into the hot, steaming 
food means we don’t have to talk anymore about what’s 
appropriate and what isn’t, and whether this is really a date 
or not. 


Or so I think. 


“Anyway,” Eric says, finishing off his first slice and pulling 
hot, stringy cheese apart to grab the next one as he speaks. 


“Tt’s a real date.” 


He really wants me to say it, doesn’t he? Looking down at a 
slice of my pizza, at the grease already on my fingers, I 
mutter it out loud. “No, it isn’t. Because you couldn’t 
possibly be interested in me.” 


“What?” 


I raise my eyes, looking at him despite the blush that burns 
across my cheeks, so hot I can feel it raising my body 
temperature. “There’s no chance that you actually, really 
want me,” I repeat. 


“Yes, I do.” Eric says. Matter of fact. No room for argument. 
He cocks his head and looks at me. A moment later, he 
drops his hand, one that hasn’t yet touched the greasy food, 
under the table. Then I feel it, right on my own skin. He’s 
touching my bare knee. Not just touching, stroking it. I 
drop my slice in surprise, finding myself unable to look 
away from his blue eyes as his fingers circle around my 
knee, and then further up, drifting as far as he can reach 
under the table. 


“Is everything alright for you?” the waitress asks, 
appearing breathlessly beside us. 


“Yes,” I blurt out, not sure if she saw or not. I know my face 
is red enough to tell the whole story. Eric’s hand has snaked 
back up over the table and he’s chewing another bite of 
pizza as if nothing has happened at all. 


“Would you like to order some more drinks?” 


“Not yet,” I squeak, wishing she would go away so that I 
can die in peace. 


CHAPTER NINE 


What a strange date. 


Jenny must not have felt much of anything in the rest of her 
body, because she spent the whole time with all of her blood 
right there in her face. I considered making a comparison 
to the tomato sauce on the pizza, but I figured she would 
probably have considered it insulting rather than cute. 


At the end of the night, I drove her home, as she sat silently 
beside me. When I leaned over to peck her on the cheek, 
barely holding myself back from crashing my lips onto hers, 
she was so nervous she almost flinched as she got out of the 
car. 


But I know what I saw. In spite of all her nerves, and 
criminally low self-esteem, she wants me. She was hungry 
for something when I put my hand on her leg, and it wasn’t 
the pizza. That’s all the encouragement I need. Ill keep 
going until she feels comfortable enough to know that this 
is real and that she’s worth it. 


I can’t believe the world has let her believe she’s not 
beautiful until now. It’s my job to put that to right. 


Starting the day after our date, I plan a series of gifts for 
her. Kind of a twelve days of Christmas, except it’s not for 
festive reasons. It’s to prove to her that I really am 
interested in her, until she can’t argue anymore. 


It starts the morning after our date. I have to go to practice 
otherwise I would have gone by to see her reaction, or 
delivered it myself. But I can imagine her face anyway when 
a giant bouquet of flowers walked themselves into her 
therapy room, with a note attached thanking her for dinner 
and hoping we can do it again soon. 


That’s just day one. 


On day two, I have a pair of shoes delivered to her home. I 
have them attach a note apologizing for forgetting this 
essential item of the wardrobe first time around. The heels 
aren’t too high, but my buddy on the team tells me they’re 
his wife’s favorite brand, the kind of shoe any woman would 
dream of owning. I’m counting on that. 


On the third day I have a silver bracelet delivered to her 
door. A simple but elegant design, with a padlock featuring 
a small heart-shaped ruby. Like her heart is all locked up for 
me. 


The fourth day is the day she gets a new handbag, picked 
out by my personal shopper to match the whole outfit so far. 
It’s on that day I receive a call from the delivery company 
telling me they’re having problems. 


“Sir, the addressee is refusing to accept the delivery,” an 
apologetic man on the other end of the line tells me. 


“Are you with her?” I ask. 


“Yes, sir, she’s right in front of me.” 


“Put her on,” I say. I feel myself smiling. We’ve never spoken 
over the phone before. This will be a first. 


“Mr. Fairlight,” she says, and takes a deep breath which I 
can tell is the beginning of an argument to stop sending her 
gifts. I don’t let her get that far. 


“Eric,” I say. “I told you.” 


That interrupts her flow, and I smile to myself again as she 
struggles to get back on track. If she thinks it’s that easy to 
put me off, she’s got another think coming. 


“Eric. You really have to stop sending me such expensive 
gifts.” 


“We should argue about this in person,” I say, and end the 
call. 


As I expected, she calls me back several times afterwards, 
but I don’t answer. I’m already in the car, driving my way 
towards her house, now that I know where she lives, and 
that she was home to accept the delivery, she can’t hide 
from me. I finished practice hours ago, Coach keeps 
sending me home early to rest, so there’s nothing stopping 
me from going right over there. 


I knock on her front door, and can’t help but grin when 
Jenny wrenches the door open with an annoyed look. 


So, this is Jenny at home, casual pants, a brightly-colored 
floral top, her hair swept up in a ponytail. She looks vibrant 
and bright, even if she does also look furious. 


“You hung up the phone down on me,” she accuses, without 
any preamble. 


“T came to talk in person,” I point out. 


She can’t seem to argue with that, although she’s trying to. 
She glances up and down the street and then pulls me 
inside, closing the door behind me. 


“The neighbors were staring,” she mutters, in response to 
my raised eyebrow. 


I look down her hall, and see the box with the handbag in it, 
resting on a side table and already opened. “Don’t you like 
the bag?” I ask. 


“No! I mean, yes, it’s lovely,” Jenny says. She covers her 
face with her hands, but I’ve already seen how red she’s 
gone. “I just - you can’t keep sending me expensive things 
like this.” 


“Why not?” 


The question seems to have her stumped. If you ask me the 
answer is just that she’s not used to it. There’s no reason 
otherwise why I shouldn’t treat her like a princess, the way 
she deserves. 


“I’m - you’re - you're my client!” she manages, settling 
back on the old complaint. 


“It’s my money,” I shrug. 


She stares at me. “But,” she begins, then falters, with no 
way to end it. 


“TIl stop,” I tell her thoughtfully. “If you go on another date 
with me.” 


She blinks then. “This was all just to convince me to go out 
with you again?” 


I shrug. I’ve already said as much. There doesn’t seem to be 
any need to respond. 


“Fine,” she says, slowly at first and then with more fire. “PI 
go out with you again. But only so you will stop.” 


“Good,” I say with a grin, stepping closer to her. “Are you 
busy?” 


“Now?” she splutters, glancing around as if to find some 
evidence of a reason why she would have to stay at home. 


I step closer again, leaving no distance between us at all. 
“Why not?” 


She stares up at me with those big, owlish eyes, like she has 
no idea what to say to that. Her eyes draw down to my 
mouth, close enough that I can feel the heat of her body. I 
grin wider, lean down, and kiss her full on the lips. 


CHAPTER TEN 


J enny 


Eric’s lips are just like the rest of him, strong, masculine 
and forceful, making me feel like it’s better if I just let him 
take charge. I immediately feel like I’m melting into him. 
He’s so big, his arms surrounding me, his back curves as he 
has to lean down towards me. I find myself popping up onto 
the tips of my toes, straining to meet him, not wanting the 
kiss to end. It sends sparks through my body, all the way 
down my spine, to where they pool in my center in a ring of 
flames. 


I want him, I do. I couldn’t fully admit it before because 
there was no way someone as strong, as famous, as 
gorgeous as Eric Fairlight would ever feel the same way 
back. But here we are, and one of his hands is gripping the 
back of my neck to hold me to him, and his tongue is teasing 
its way into my mouth. 


I moan softly and open to him, letting my tongue connect 
with his and slip around it in an intimate dance. My hands 
go to his chest, flying up to help me balance, and it’s only 


when they land that I realize it means I am touching him. 
Touching him in a way that is not at all like I would touch a 
client. 


Eric shifts his weight, and pulls away, breaking the kiss. I 
can’t stop a little whine of disappointment from escaping 
my lips, though I realize it makes me sound needy and 
weak. 


“Too short,” he mutters, and I think for a moment that he’s 
telling me the reason why he’s about to turn around and 
leave, but then his arms go around me as he bends, and a 
second later I feel myself lifted into the air. 


“Oh god!” I squeak in surprise. No one has ever picked me 
up like that, not since I was a little girl. Most men would say 
I’m too heavy. But Eric’s an athlete, his arms and legs 
corded with muscle, and I only have a moment to panic 
about being up in the air before his lips are on mine again. 


Now we’re on an equal footing. I don’t have to strain up to 
meet him, though my hands knot into the front of his shirt, 
desperately clinging on in case he might drop me. His 
mouth crushes mine, kissing hungrily, sending jolts of 
lightning all through me. Pressed up this close against his 
body, I can’t help but feel a rush of want, need, desire. His 
arms around me are strong and possessive, capturing me, 
pulling me tight against him. 


I break off to gasp for breath, and Eric takes the 
opportunity to spin around and face down the hallway. 


“Which way?” he asks, and I’m heartened to hear that even 
he is a little out of breath, though I don’t particularly 
understand the question. 


“What?” I ask, my brain reeling. I wouldn’t even be able to 
answer my name if I was asked. I look at his face as he 


patiently waits for the answer, and something filters 
through my consciousness. Which way to my bedroom? 
“Second door on the right?” 


Eric grunts and heads in that direction, following my 
instructions. It’s only as he puts his hand on the door 
handle that I feel a flash of fear. What if he just wanted to 
know the way to the living room? I might have just been 
altogether too forward, and - 


And the door opens, and Eric strides in without missing a 
beat. I guess that answers my question, this is exactly 
where he wanted me to be. He half-throws me onto the bed, 
dropping me onto soft pillows and sheets, and covers his 
body over mine. He leans down and resumes kissing me 
with a wolfish passion, my heart beating a million miles a 
minute. It feels like he might eat me alive. 


Everything begins to crash down on me. This is wonderful, 
but here we’re in my bedroom. His body is over mine and 
his hands inch downwards, cupping my waist, then up 
under my shirt, almost to my bra. 


“Wait,” I blurt out breathlessly, pulling away from him. To 
Eric’s credit, he freezes immediately. “Just wait.” 


I’m not sure why I even want him to stop. I’m just 
panicking. It’s lack of experience, for sure. I’ve never been 
in this situation before. I don’t know whether I want to go 
forward or backwards, just that this is all a lot, and so 
quick. 


I realize that Eric is watching me, propped up above me on 
his hands, a frown on his face. He looks concerned. 


“Tt’s just...” I trail off, trying to think of a non-embarrassing 
way to say it. “I’ve never... I’ve never done this before.” 


Eric frowns deeper, still looking at me with a question in his 
eyes. He’s making me do all of the work in this 
conversation, of course. I should expect that by now. 


I take a deep breath. Fine. I have to say it. I can feel my 
cheeks flooding with warmth before the words come out of 
my mouth, but they have to come out. “I’m a virgin.” 


Eric sits up immediately, uncovering my body. I could almost 
weep from the removal of contact, but there’s something 
more pressing on my mind. I’ve ruined it now, haven't I? 
He’s an older man, there’s no way he wants to be with some 
silly little kid who hasn’t even lost her virginity yet. 


“You’ve...” he fumbles for words. “Done other things?” 


I shake my head quickly from side to side, biting on my lip 
to stop the tears from spilling out of my eyes. “No one 
ever... wanted...” 


Eric growls, an animal sound from deep within his throat. 
“But you’re beautiful,” he says fiercely, as if all of the men of 
the world are idiots because they haven’t yet taken the 
Opportunity to ravage me. 


I want to cry even more at his insistence. “Sorry,” I blurt 
out, feeling like an idiot. I shouldn’t have said anything. I’ve 
ruined it all now. Now he won’t want to be with me. 


“No,” Eric says roughly. He takes hold of my chin with his 
hand and tilts my face up until I look at him. “ You’re right. It 
should be special.” 


I manage a short laugh, one of surprise. “That’s what I’ve 
heard.” 


“Tonight, you should feel good in other ways,” he says, as if 
a decision has been made. “Tl do that for you.” 


I’m not sure what he means exactly, but soon he’s hovering 
over me again, kissing me deeply and passionately. “What?” 
I gasp, when I get a moment’s breath. “What are you going 
to do? If we’re not going to have sex, then...” 


Eric shakes his head, though he’s smiling. “There are other 
ways.” 


He’s said that twice now. I don’t know what it means, 
exactly, but as his pale blue eyes bore down into me, I feel 
like I can trust him. I nod, just once, because it doesn’t even 
matter what logic might tell me. My body is longing for his 
touch, and I don’t want to miss out on this moment in case 
he changes his mind about wasting his time on a virgin. 


Eric ducks his head and begins to kiss along my jawline, 
down my neck, onto my chest. He stops at the edge of the 
fabric that covers me and shuffles down, pushing the hem 
of my shirt up so that he can kiss my stomach. I resist the 
urge to squirm away. I’ve always been self-conscious about 
my weight, so it’s hard to remind myself, he actually wants 
this, wants me, just as I am. 


Every kiss lights up a line of tingling fire on my skin, trailing 
over me and making me hotter. His hands are on my hips 
now, at the side of my pants, caressing me carefully with a 
rolling motion that makes me want to buck up and down 
under him. His kisses litter the skin around the top of my 
pants, and then lower. Eric tugs down my pants to plant 
kisses on the skin beneath, lower and lower. 


I lift my hips for him, and in one swift motion Eric tugs my 
pants down and pulls them away. I’ve literally never been 
this exposed in front of a man before, and I know there is 
more to come. I fight the urge to hide myself and let him 
look, taking pleasure in the way his eyes go hooded and hot 
when he looks at me. 


Eric hunches over me, shuffling back on the bed so that he 
can fold his huge frame down to plant kisses along my bare 
thighs, over my knees. Then back up, his face moving closer 
and closer to the place I want to beg him to touch, and also 
want to hide away. I’ve never felt this way before. I want 
him, and the feeling of his kisses and his big hands on me 
makes me begin to forget my shyness. 


His fingers trail over the lace of my panties, and I murmur a 
quick prayer of thanks in my head that I put on a nice pair 
today. Eric’s head ducks down over them and I feel kisses 
through the lace, and then he begins to roll down the upper 
edges just like he did with my pants, kissing the skin 
underneath. 


He sits up, gives me a questioning look with his hands 
hooked into the sides of my panties. This time I don’t need a 
verbal clue to tell me what he’s asking. I lift up my hips 
wordlessly, shivering a little as he slowly draws the lace 
down over my hips and to my knees, then over my feet and 
to the floor. 


I am bare in front of him, and it makes me blush. Eric 
doesn’t notice, or maybe does but goes ahead anyway, 
because he shifts forward and lifts my legs over his broad 
shoulders. Not only does it push my body up towards him, 
but it also spreads my legs wide, opening me up completely 
in front of him. I know he can see everything. I even feel the 
cool air between my legs, on the wetness there. 


“Beautiful,” Eric breathes, taking away my insecurities 
immediately. A warmth floods through me as he lowers his 
head again, and - 


What is he doing? I almost jump away in surprise! But then 
it comes again, something I can’t think is an accident - his 
tongue, wet and hot, lapping against me, stroking over my 
folds. 


My surprise is soon forgotten in the midst of the sensation, 
so intense and amazing, like liquid pleasure applied directly 
to me. I can’t believe I didn’t know that something so 
amazing existed. Eric hits a certain spot with his tongue 
and my legs jerk across his shoulders, almost kicking him in 
the face. I can’t control myself. The sensation is so 
overwhelming. 


Eric moves his head lower, the light beginnings of stubble 
on his face brushing against my inner thighs as he 
repositions himself. The feeling sends a shiver through me, 
and then his tongue returns, moving in a different way, 
poking and probing. With a gasp of surprise I feel it enter 
me, powerful and strong, licking and probing in and out of 
me. 


I can’t imagine it could get any better, but then Eric shifts 
his weight again and brings his fingers to my center, and he 
begins to gently stroke me at the same time as his tongue 
works. I moan and writhe without any thought of 
controlling myself, my eyes sliding closed, lost in only the 
sensation of what he is doing to me. 


Eric pauses, making me want to cry out in frustration and 
beg him to go back to where he was, but then he touches 
me again and I gasp out loud. He’s swapped position, his 
finger inside me instead, his tongue lapping and sucking 
where his fingers used to be. He hits that spot, the one that 
takes away my control, and before I know it a feeling like a 
huge wave is coming over me. 


“E-Eric,” I gasp out, but it’s too late to stop what’s 
happening inside of me, and I don’t want to anyway. His 
fingers and tongue continue their work as the wave gets 
higher and higher, and then it crashes down over me, 
drenching my body in pleasure, making me twitch and 
shout as it runs through me. Eric doesn’t stop moving, just 


keeps going, and the pleasure rolls again and again until it 
finally begins to slow down. I reach out and touch his 
shoulder instinctively, and Eric stops, drawing back to 
watch me panting and gasping. 


He doesn’t say anything just gives me a slow devilish smile, 
and licks his lips for good measure. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


My next physio session comes so slowly I can barely contain 
my frustration. Even Coach tells me I need to go home early 
and find a way to relax, he can read the tension in me. I 
don’t want to wait anymore. I want Jenny, and I want her 
now. 


The good thing is that it’s only a few days, and when it 
finally comes, I’m more than prepared. I’ve set everything 
up to make sure that Jenny will be fully satisfied, in all ways. 
I can’t wait to watch her sweet face in ecstasy. 


Signing in at reception feels like it takes forever, I fold 
myself into one of the chairs in the waiting area and tap my 
foot against the ground impatiently. My knee jiggles up and 
down, full of nervous energy. I have a bag with me, one that 
I prepared earlier. I told Jenny to book me in as her last 
appointment of the day, and the waiting room is otherwise 
deserted. 


“Mr. Fairlight?” Jenny says shyly, coming to the door of the 
therapy room we’ve been using. She’s blushing a little, and 


doesn’t seem to want to meet my eyes. 
“T told you,” I say, getting up. “Eric.” 


Jenny flashes a glance towards the receptionist and then 
giggles, an unexpected sound. I get that she’s nervous. Of 
course, she must be. I head inside the therapy room and sit 
down on the table, impatient for this therapy session to be 
over already. 


Still, the session itself is worth the wait. I love watching 
Jenny work. All of her nerves and shyness fall away when 
she puts her hands on my knee. She knows what she’s 
doing, trainee or not. I’ve been better than ever these past 
weeks. She goes into her own world of concentration, and 
almost forgets that I’m even here on the other end of my 
leg. It gives me the chance to study her face and other 
things. 


I’ve almost drifted off to sleep when Jenny sets my knee 
down for the last time, that’s how gentle she is. Then she 
waits as I open my eyes and look up, and shyly shrugs. “I’m 
finished.” 


I say nothing, but give her a warm smile and then reach for 
my bag. I start rifling through it. There’s something in here 
for me and something for her. I pull out my suit, custom 
made by the best tailor in the city, because normal off-the- 
rack never fits and a dress I’ve chosen for her in a deep 
midnight blue, studded with silver sequins that remind me 
of the stars. 


Jenny gasps out loud when she sees it. “Is this for me?” 


I set out the shoes and matching silver star necklace next to 
the dress. “Tonight,” I say, reaching out to cup the side of 
her face. 


Jenny’s expression lights up into an excited grin. I’m glad. 
She no longer has any reservations about going out on a 
date with me. She wants this, as I knew she would. She’s 
mine. And I plan to make that permanent. 


“TIl get changed in the bathroom,” she says, snatching up 
her purse. “I brought some makeup with me. I won’t be 
long.” 


I watch her ass sway as she walks out the door and then 
busy myself. Taking off my sweats and changing into my 
suit, buttoning up a white shirt and fastening it with my 
custom football-shaped cufflinks. Tonight, Jenny will know 
what it feels like to be a queen which means I have to look 
the part of her king. 


Jenny knocks on the door and I open it to see her 
breathlessly ready. The dress fits her like a dream, and 
she’s shadowed her eyes in a shade of blue that exactly 
matches the fabric. She looks perfect. I step forward and 
offer her my arm. 


“Perfect,” I say, because she needs to know. 


Jenny giggles again and takes my arm as we walk towards 
the exit. She turns to wave goodbye to the receptionist as 
she goes, a gesture that makes me smile to myself. She’s 
already starting to get used to the idea that she deserves 
this. That this is how she should be living, all the time. 


I help her into my car and we head out of the parking lot. I 
linger at a red light until the road is clear in front of us so 
that when it turns green we can zoom along, gunning it 
from zero to as high as I can go before we catch up with the 
traffic again, just to hear her squeal in delight. We head 
deeper into the city, and pull up in front of a restaurant that 
normally requires a six-month wait for bookings. 


The owner is a fan of my team. There are a lot of perks that 
come with this life, and tonight I’m leveraging all of them to 
make sure Jenny gets the special night that she deserves. 


I get out and hand the keys to the valet before moving to 
open Jenny’s door, offering her my hand so that she can get 
out gracefully, and I offer her my arm again. We walk into 
the restaurant like that, before a bowing doormen and a 
maitre d’ most anxious to show us to the best table, and I 
know I feel like the luckiest guy in the room. 


I can feel Jenny’s excitement through the connection of our 
arms. She thrills against me, trembling slightly as we cross 
the space. A few diners throw glances our way, some 
disinterested on purpose, others openly curious. Let them 
look. I know I’ve got the most beautiful girl in the room. 


We take our seats in a small curtained-off area that gives us 
maximum privacy. Behind the heavy velvet drapes, the noise 
of the rest of the room fades to just a murmur. Romantic 
music pipes in from a speaker above us, not so loud that we 
can’t hear each other talk. It’s the perfect setting, the 
owners work hard to make sure of that. 


“Oh, my god, Eric,” Jenny gushes, once the waiter has left 
us in peace. “This place is amazing!” 


I smile at her enthusiasm. “Wait until you try the food,” I tell 
her. I picked this place for a reason, the hype is actually 
justified. It’s not just a beautiful setting with attentive staff 
and VIP customers making it a place to be seen. It also has 
some of the best food in the whole of the city. 


Jenny begins to fuss with the menu, flipping the two single 
pages backwards and forwards, a little frown appearing 
between her eyes. I can almost guess what she’s thinking. I 
don’t want her to feel restricted. 


“Order what you want,” I say. I don’t mind about her not 
having the dainty appetite some women pretend to have. 
It’s not real. Jenny is real, more real than anyone I’ve ever 
met. 


“I don’t want to pick something too expensive,” Jenny 
whispers, pursing her lips as she reads through the menu 
again. “Or too big.” 


I lay my hand on top of hers, making sure that I have her 
attention. “Order what you want,” I say again. I look into 
her eyes as I say it, so that she can’t misinterpret me. This 
is my treat, which means it should actually be a treat. 


The waiter comes and I look on proudly as Jenny picks out 
an appetizer, main course, and dessert following his 
questions. I order my food, then add a sharing platter of 
artisan breads with olive oil and a bottle of champagne to 
accompany it. I know she has an appetite, and if she can’t 
finish it, it’s not like I can’t. 


Jenny sighs, and I look over to catch her expression, happy. 
“This place is so nice,” she says. “The waiters are so polite. 
And no one wants to bother you.” 


I grimace. “Unfortunately, getting bothered happens a lot. 
Not here. Everyone here is rich.” 


“Not quite everyone,” Jenny says, two red spots appearing 
high on her cheeks. 


I take her hand again, resting on top of the French silk 
tablecloth. “Everyone,” I say, kissing her hand before letting 
it rest again. “Not just money.” 


Jenny blushes again, but this time she laughs and smiles. 
I’m beginning to realize that there isn’t a whole lot I 
wouldn’t do to see that smile. 


We eat in mostly companionable silence, though Jenny 
makes comments on how delicious the food is and 
observations about the restaurant itself. I like that she’s 
found her rhythm. She knows I don’t like to talk to much, 
but she’s happy to fill the silence when it needs to be filled. 
I nod along with her, letting her know I’m listening closely 
even if I don’t respond. 


“Good?” I ask, when we’re both finished. I top up Jenny’s 
glass with the last of the champagne. 


“Good,” she giggles, wiping her mouth with a napkin. She’s 
been giggling even more since we started on the 
champagne. “ You’re trying to get me drunk.” 


“Not drunk,” I say. “Just happy.” 


“You’ve got that part down already,” she says, her eyes 
gleaming as she looks at me. I lean over to kiss her, holding 
her soft lips against my own with my hand on the back of 
her head. 


The velvet curtain sweeps to one side and our waiter 
enters, a cloth napkin folded neatly over one arm. “Are we 
all finished, sir?” he asks. 


“We are,” Jenny says, answering for me. A rush of gratitude 
and awe floods through me. She knows what I like and what 
I don’t like, and she’s not shy about taking charge so that I 
won't have to speak unnecessarily. She might just be the 
answer to all the dreams I’ve ever had. 


I hold out my hand to her, finishing my glass of champagne 
with the other. She gets up and does the same, making me 
laugh as she drinks down half a glass in one go. Then I lead 
her across the restaurant, and if she has to cling a little 
closer to me as we leave, I can’t say I mind at all. 


“Where are we going now?” she asks, as we wait for the 
valet to bring the car around. 


I can’t help but grin, thinking about what her face is going 
to look like when she sees my penthouse apartment. 
Everything is ready, I made sure of that before I left. My 
housekeeper has been given strict instructions to put on the 
finishing touches before we arrive. “Home,” I tell her, 
watching the way her eyes light up with anticipation and 
curiosity at that answer. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


J enny 


Eric’s apartment is so amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
anything quite like it. 


The first thing I notice is the views. From the outside, the 
building was all dark glass, totally impenetrable. But from 
here, I can see right out across the city, glimmering now 
with lights as the darkness begins to fall. 


Then other things flood my awareness. The mood lighting 
that changes as we walk through the wide living space, the 
soft music that chimes in as we cross a certain point, and 
the rose petals that lead up to a corridor outlined in softly 
shining candles. 


“Wow,” I breathe, looking around at it all. 


“Just for you,” Eric says softly, lowering his head to plant 
kisses against the side of my face, through my hair. 


I follow the trail of candles as Eric steps behind me, his 
presence reassuring and strong. I feel like I’m in a dream. 
Surely, something like this can’t really be happening to me? 


The candles stop at the door to a bathroom, lying open and 
ready. Inside, the scent of roses and other flowers I can’t 
identify rise, calming and luxurious, from a wide bath that is 
filling with hot water. The steam is heavenly, and I breathe 
it in with my eyes closed as Eric slips behind me and lowers 
the zipper on the back of my dress. 


I step out of my heels and let him drop the fabric to the 
floor, leaving me in just my underwear. I learned after last 
time, and I’m wearing my most beautiful lingerie, lacy black 
with velvet straps and a perfect fit. I’ve only ever worn it 
once before, and that was to make sure it fit well. 


Eric’s lips ghost against my ear and the side of my neck as 
he unhooks my bra, his fingers tracing gently over the cups 
as he pulls it away from my body. I let him lead, slipping his 
fingers into the sides of my panties to draw them down as 
well until I’m totally naked. I feel less nervous about it with 
him standing behind me, the initial flare of panic at the 
thought of being so exposed gone. 


Eric slips his hands down over me, gliding over my 
shoulders to caress my breasts and make me gasp out loud. 
The quick, teasing touch continues down over my stomach 
and then my thighs, before disappearing. I swallow a moan 
of disappointment as he takes one of my hands and leads 
me to the edge of the bath, which has magically stopped 
filling itself - it must be connected to a smart hub, filled 
with sensors and timers. 


I expect Eric to climb in after me, but he doesn’t. Settling 
down against the side of the bath, the frothing water rising 
to my shoulders, I look up to see him turning up his sleeves, 
his jacket discarded on the floor along with all of my 
clothes. He reaches into the water and comes up with a 
sponge covered in bubbles, pale pink and new-looking. 


“Relax,” he says, his voice low and quiet. I watch him 
watching me, and somehow, as if his word is my command, I 
do feel myself relaxing. It’s hard not to. The warm water on 
my skin, the light sensation of floating, the petalled air, and 
the wonderful meal not to mention the champagne. 


Eric reaches in with his other hand and lifts my arm out of 
the water, then begins to run the sponge along it, smoothly 
and softly washing every inch of my skin. There is no hurry 
in his movements, only care. I feel like a queen, someone so 
important they don’t even bathe themselves. 


Eric moves along to my other arm, washing even between 
my fingers and over my palm, the tickly feeling only 
heightening my excitement. I can feel anticipation of where 
this will lead, of his hands all over me. He washes over my 
shoulders and then, with one slow plunge, drops the sponge 
to trace the contours of my breasts. 


He takes long and slow attention over each one, circling my 
nipples and then brushing over them, making me want to 
arch my back as the sensitive skin feels the texture of the 
sponge. He reaches lower after a time, leaving me settling 
back against the side of the tub, half-closing my eyes in 
pleasure. 


“Your shirt is getting wet,” I tell him, surprised to hear my 
own voice coming out throaty and low. 


Eric quirks an eyebrow at me and then smiles, and drops 
the sponge to lean back. He makes short work of the 
buttons down the front of his shirt and throws it to the floor, 
allowing me to take in the sight of his upper body for the 
first time. His chest and stomach are chiseled with muscle, 
stretched across his tall and broad frame. I want to run my 
hands over their ridges, I want to run my tongue over them. 


What’s happening to me? Whether it’s the champagne or 
Eric’s careful touch, I feel like something has been unlocked 
inside of me. A new world of desires I didn’t know I was 
brave enough to explore. A new horizon. 


Eric leans in again, fishing for the sponge and washing it 
over my belly, taking time and care to find every inch of my 
skin. Just as he starts to brush so low that my heart leaps 
into my throat, he stops and changes direction, reaching 
under the water to lift one of my legs and soap that down 
instead. He sweeps over the pad of my foot, making me 
giggle and squirm. 


He takes so long over the second leg that I swear he must 
be teasing me, putting it off, making me wait. At last, 
though, the sponge travels lazily up the inside of my thigh, 
and then finally sweeps across, soaping between my legs 
and sending all the nerves there into a frenzy. Eric leans 
over the side of the tub and plants his mouth on mine, 
kissing me full of hunger, until I feel like I might just melt 
away into the water. 


“T can’t wait any longer,” he says, drawing away and looking 
into my eyes. The blue of his irises seems to burn with cold 
fire now. “I want you, now.” 


“Yes,” I gasp out, because it seems like the only appropriate 
answer. Yes, I want it. Yes, now. 


The shyness has gone from me. I take his hand and let him 
pull me up out of the water until I stand, dripping and 
naked in front of him. He rakes a possessive hand through 
my hair and pulls me to him for another kiss, then steps 
back to unbuckle his belt and drop his trousers to the floor 
with the rest of his clothes. 


He leads me across the bathroom floor, ignoring the fact 
that I’m dripping all over everything, and leads me past 


another row of candles to the bedroom. Here the rose 
petals are sprinkled with abandon, all over the floor and the 
bed. I take the lead, wanting to show him that I’m ready for 
this, and fall back onto the covers, burying my head into the 
plush velvet pillows. 


Eric pauses for a moment at the foot of the bed, looking 
down at me. I can see a tent in his black boxers already, the 
outline easily visible as he stares at me hungrily. He palms 
himself through the fabric, leaving a wet patch behind, then 
shucks the boxers off and drops them to the floor. 


I can’t take my eyes off it. Like a stiff rod, standing tall and 
straight, but bouncing slightly from the momentum of the 
release. It looks so big just like the rest of him. Can I even 
fit it all inside of me? 


Eric prowls over me, drawing his body in line with mine. I 
should probably care that I’m getting the bed sheets wet, 
but I don’t. Nothing matters anymore, nothing but the heat 
of his body over mine, the way his eyes move over me, his 
big hands sliding up to cup my breasts and tease my 
nipples. After a moment he lowers his face to my chest and 
starts to lick and suck at them, making them stand to 
attention and sending sparks through my whole body. 


Eric looks up and captures my mouth with his as his fingers 
move between my legs, probing gently until they find my 
entrance, one of them slipping inside. I gasp against his lips 
as he slowly and carefully works inside, in and out, building 
up a rhythm. It feels like all the heat in my body has rushed 
to the surface, setting my skin on fire. I can feel his rod 
against my leg, leaving a wet trail as he moves, pressing 
against me. I want it. I want it in me in a way I never have 
before. 


“Ready?” Eric asks, his deep voice rumbling through me 
where our bodies press together. 


I can only nod, looking into his eyes and knowing he will do 
it the right way. I trust him not to hurt me. 


Even so, he’s so big and thick that I feel like my eyes might 
pop out of my head as I look down to see him lining himself 
up at my entrance. He rubs his head up and down against 
me, gathering slickness from me and mixing it with his own. 
Then he slowly moves, the pressure building and making 
me spread my legs wider to accommodate it, as what feels 
like his impossibly large tip eases inside me. 


As he fills me up I can only gasp, in awe and a little in pain 
as he pushes forward into new territory. I’m completely 
open for him, and even so it seems like he can’t possibly fit 
inside anymore. But still he pushes in, slowly, his eyes 
constantly searching my face, making sure that I can take 
it. I want to take it. I wiggle back against the pillows, trying 
to find a way to make myself wider, more open. It’s so tight 
that I groan and wince, even at the same time as it feels 
better than anything I’ve ever experienced before. 


“Fuck, Jenny,” he mutters, and I know it’s not just an idle 
throwaway statement. Not from Eric. It means that this 
intensity that I feel, this impossible pleasure, he feels it too. 


When I feel so full I don’t think there can possibly be any 
more of him left to come, he eases in just a little bit further. 
Then, keeping his eyes on my face, he begins to move slowly 
in and out, gently, building up an even tempo that grows 
and grows. With each thrust he makes it becomes more 
comfortable, until all I can feel is pleasure and the pain is 
only a distant memory. 


Then he begins to pump in and out of me faster, his eyes 
shutting with pleasure only to slide open to take me in 
again, his hands on either side of me as he thrusts in and 
out. I reach up and run my hands over his muscular arms, 
his back, caressing the contours and ridges of his muscles. 


My whole body is alive and awake and alight, and I know 
now more than ever that I belong to him utterly and 
entirely. 


I feel that same wave building inside me, the same one that 
crashed over me before, and I know where it’s going. At the 
same time he seems to swell inside me, even bigger, to 
reach and fill all of the space that I have, so snug inside me 
that all my nerves are reacting at once, over and over as he 
moves with heavy speed against me. 


“Eric!” I cry out, arching my neck, feeling my eyes slide 
closed. I can’t see a thing anyway. All I know is that one 
point of contact between us, the space inside that I didn’t 
know could feel this way, and the ecstasy rolls over me in 
one long wave that just keeps coming and coming, until I’m 
spent and I shudder back against the bed, realizing 
belatedly that my legs and back arched and twitched under 
him as I gave in to the ultimate pleasure. 


Over me Eric grunts, lifting his head. “Jenny,” he says, 
fastening his mouth against mine, and then I feel him twitch 
and jerk too, his smooth and regular thrusts turning 
staccato. I know he must be satisfied when he heaves a sigh 
above me and then flops down beside me, wiping sweat 
from his forehead with the back of his arm, and both of us 
gasp to get our breath back. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


I lay in the delicious afterglow and angle my head to watch 
her, the flush of vitality in her cheeks. Her eyes are still half- 
glazed over with the pleasure coursing through her body as 
she comes down from the high. One of the most addictive 
out there. I know I already want to try it again. 


I nestle her in against me, pulling her to rest her head 
against my chest. Jenny instinctively places a hand on my 
chest, tucking herself against me. We fit perfectly. 


“I love you,” she murmurs sleepily. 


I tense up, unwillingly, out of surprise. As she feels my 
reaction, Jenny does the same, then shoots back away from 
me across the pillows. 


“Oh, my god,” she says, covering her mouth with a hand. 
Her whole face turns bright red, the color even beginning 
to drip down her neck and onto her chest. She’s clearly 
embarrassed. “I - I didn’t mean - that was...” 


I give her a thoughtful look, unable to hide my smile. “You 
didn’t mean it?” 


“Well - I mean - it’s really soon, isn’t it? I shouldn’t have 
said something like that,” Jenny stammers. 


I take her hand in mine, hold it against my chest again. 
“But, did you mean it?” I ask, gently. 


Jenny pauses, scrunching her face up, and then hiding it 
under her other hand. “Yes,” she says, the word muffled. “I 
guess I did.” 


I lift her hand to my mouth and kiss it. “Good,” I tell her. 
“Because I love you, too.” 


After a silent moment, Jenny raises her eyes and looks at 
me, the color still flooding her cheeks. Still, her eyes are 
wide and searching, no longer trying to hide. “You do?” 


“Yes,” I say firmly. I kiss her hand again, then draw her 
closer and kiss her lips. That tells her everything else I need 
to say, or at least I hope it does. She should know by now 
that I don’t say things that are unnecessary. Nor do I waste 
time saying things I don’t mean. 


“Oh, my god,” Jenny says again, though this time it’s 
breathless and awed. She tucks herself against my shoulder 
again, her warmth returning to me. I smile and pull my 
hands through her hair, still damp at the ends where it 
touched the bath water. 


“Well, what do we...” Jenny struggles to finish the sentence, 
and I wait silently, letting her work it out. “What do we do 
now? I mean, are we... is this a relationship, now?” 


I plant a kiss on her temple, where her hair meets her skin. 
“Yes.” Not exactly the hardest decision I’ve ever had to 
make in my life. We’ve been moving towards this since the 


moment we met, it was only Jenny who hadn’t realized it 
yet. 


“Okay, so what...” Jenny trails off again. She’s obviously 
having trouble finding the words, or at least figuring out 
what she wants to say. “What do we do? I mean, is there 
some kind of protocol we should follow? You’re... not like 
other guys, you know that. Is there some kind of rule from 
the team?” 


“Hmm.” I actually don’t know the answer. I haven’t had a 
girlfriend the whole time I’ve been part of the team. It’s 
never been something relevant that I needed to find out. 
But I know the safest answer, the way to make sure that 
Jenny isn’t bothered or hassled as a result of our 
relationship. “Tell no one.” 


“No one?” Jenny repeats. She moves her head slightly, 
tilting it up towards me, even though she still can’t see me 
at that angle. “Like, absolutely no one? Not even my mom, 
or my best friend? What about my boss? Shouldn’t I declare 
it? It’s a conflict of interest, or something, probably.” 


I take hold of her hand, squeezing her fingers. “You’re still 
my physio,” I say, firmly. I’m not letting that change, not for 
anything. Her healing hands are a big part of the reason 
why I’ve fallen for her. I won’t let anyone take them away 
from me. If I have to, lIl just pay her directly for private 
treatment and she can leave the clinic. 


“What about the rest?” she says. She seems restless now, 
shifting against me. “Why can’t I tell anyone else?” There’s 
a plaintive note to her voice, almost a whine, and it makes 
me wonder why telling people would be so important. They 
don’t need to know, do they? 


“No one else.” I kiss her on the same spot again, playing 
with her fingers. “Crazy fans. Photographers. Too much 


hassle.” 


“Oh.” Jenny wiggles again, turning her head back to look up 
at the ceiling. “I guess the fans can get pretty intense huh. 
The media, too. I’ve heard about that.” 


She’s right, so I don’t say anything else. I’m glad she gets 
the picture. With that taken care of, I let my eyes slowly 
glide shut. It’s been a busy day, and while I’d love to go 
another round right away, I figure I’d better let Jenny rest 
and recover. There’s always the morning, when we wake up 
together. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


J enny 


Three weeks and five dates on from that first night, and I 
still can’t quite believe that I’m dating Eric Fairlight. Me! I 
never dreamed in a million years that becoming a sports 
physiotherapist would take me to this kind of place. 


Its hard not to tell anyone, though. I can’t help feel a 
sneaking suspicion that he’s embarrassed to be seen with 
me, at least in an official boyfriend-girlfriend way. We spend 
most of our time at his apartment, and though it is amazing, 
I wish we could just go public. Crazy fans or not. But it’s his 
public image, and so I have to respect his decision. I know 
he hates confrontation. 


Still, I can’t avoid that little voice in the back of my head 
when I look in the mirror. It tells me, of course, he wouldn’t 
want anyone to know that you're together, just look at you. 


I smooth my white tunic and adjust the collar slightly, then 
wash my hands and head out of the bathroom. I’ve been 
touching up my makeup in preparation for my next client, 
the last one of the day. Eric always books himself in as the 


last one, now, so that we’ll have more privacy. The 
receptionist knows she can leave when I’m in with Eric, and 
so we often end up as the last ones to leave the clinic. Even 
my boss usually finishes up and goes home, since he takes 
less time on his appointments while I linger with Eric. 


“Hey, beautiful,” he says, leaning down to kiss me as soon as 
the therapy room door closes behind him. He walks 
smoothly over to the table, his knee is doing really well, and 
sits down. 


As always, I go to work on his leg, focusing all of my efforts 
on making him better. Even though he’s my boyfriend now, I 
still go into a special kind of mindset when I go to work on 
him. Who he is, even who I am, fades away, and it’s all about 
the muscles and the way they work. Giving them the actions 
and treatments that they need to recover and become 
stronger. 


That’s why I almost jump out of my skin when his hand 
lands on my ass. 


“Eric!” I say, tsking as he squeezes as much of it as he can 
fit into his big hand. 


“What?” he smiles lazily. “It’s just us.” 


“Tm trying to work,” I tell him, shooing his hand away. It’s 
not long, though, before the hand is back and squeezing, 
rubbing, and caressing me with a vengeance. 


I want to tell him to stop so I can carry on doing my job, but 
it feels good. So good that I feel wetness beginning between 
my legs, my sensitivity heightened to the point that I can 
feel it when I shift my weight on my feet. Eric is such a bad 
influence. All I can think about whenever I’m around him is 
Sex. 


I’m almost finished with Eric’s exercises. I lean down to 
massage his knee as it lays flat on the table, and he takes 
quick advantage, his hand snaking up and massaging my 
breast. I gasp out loud and shoot him a scandalized glance. 


“Anyone could walk in, you know,” I tell him. 
Eric shrugs. “Everyone’s gone home.” 


“Maybe not. Dr. Wallace works late too, you know. My boss 
might come in here and see you taking advantage of me.” 


Eric looks pointedly at his knee. “Are you done?” he asks. 


“Yeah. I’m finished.” I let go of his knee and step back, only 
for Eric to follow my movements with the grace of a 
panther. He sits up smoothly and leans towards me, 
catching me in his arms. 


“Then let’s give him something to see,” he says, his hands 
gripping my waist as he draws me close to kiss me. 


Even sitting, he has to snake his neck down towards me to 
reach, and I find myself going on tiptoes as always. “Eric,” I 
moan, half in the pleasure of his lips as they trail down over 
my jaw and neck, and half in remonstration. “We shouldn't.” 


“That’s not enough to stop us,” Eric says in-between nips at 
my throat, his hands going to the buttons at the top of my 
tunic. 


I know he’s right. Not only that, but I can see that he’s 
enjoying this, enjoying it a lot. Without his sweatpants on, I 
can see exactly how much by the growing bulge in his 
boxes. My tunic falls open and he slides it down off my 
shoulders, making appreciative noises as his mouth busies 
itself planting kisses across the lace of my bra. 


“Alright,” I sigh, knowing that at this point it’s only lip 
service. I’ve already given in, because what he wants is 


what I want to. I dart a glance towards the door and try to 
remember if it’s locked. I don’t think it is. But surely Dr. 
Wallace wouldn’t come in here, not knowing who my last 
patient is...? 


It’s all academic, because Eric has reached up with one 
smooth movement and thrown his t-shirt on the floor, and 
my hands are wandering the sculpted planes of his chest 
and abs. He lays back on the table with a growl and rests 
his hands behind his head, getting comfortable. He nods at 
me in encouragement, as if to tell me to go ahead. 


I know what he wants. I slowly drop my white pants to the 
floor, then stand before him in my underwear. My bra is 
next to go, unhooked and then held coquettishly against my 
chest as I slip the straps down each arm, before pulling it 
slowly away. Finally I hook my fingers into the waistband of 
my panties, making sure he’s watching as I turn my back to 
him, bend over, and slowly slide them down. 


“Fuck, Jenny,” Eric says, and I turn back to see him already 
playing with himself through the material of his boxers, 
short, urgent strokes that tell me how turned on he is 
already. 


“If we get caught and I lose my job,” I tell him, “You’re 
paying my rent.” 


He groans something that might or might not be an 
agreement, then makes a grabbing motion towards me. I 
take the hint and climb onto the physio table above him, but 
not before taking hold of his boxers and yanking them down 
his legs to free his stiff, bouncing cock. 


I climb up on top of him and for a moment I’m terrified that 
the table will give way, but it seems stable enough. Then I 
position myself careful and take hold of his cock, positioning 
it at my entrance. I’m already slick and wet, and he’s thick 


and hard, neither of us needing any further preparation. I 
ease him inside and then sit, letting my weight do the job of 
pushing him all the way inside me. 


As always, it feels impossibly deep, like he couldn’t possibly 
be that far in. We both moan in pleasure as he hits home 
and I sit still for a moment, just enjoying it. Then nature 
takes over and I begin to move, slowly at first and then 
faster, bouncing up and down on him as he watches me with 
his lower lip caught between his teeth. 


I move faster, powered by an insane energy coming out of 
the maddening sensations inside of me. At this angle I have 
all the control, and I can drive him deep into the bundle of 
nerves that seem to be my very core, the one spot that feels 
so much better than anything else. I begin to thrust myself 
up and down mercilessly, fast, my breasts bouncing up and 
down on my chest until Eric starts to massage and squeeze 
them. I know I won’t last long in this position, it feels so 
good, better than anything we’ve done together. 


I realize that Eric is thrusting now too, his hips leaving the 
table as mine come down to it, thrusting himself even 
deeper inside me each time we meet. I’m starting to see 
stars, the whole world fading away, only the two of us 
existing. I need more power, more strength, I put my hands 
on Eric’s shoulders, leaning forward slightly, and push using 
my upper body to slam down onto him harder and faster 
each time. There’s a whirlwind building inside me, a 
tornado, a hurricane of feelings that are all good, almost 
unbearably so, and then... 


I gasp out loud, managing to hold myself back from 
screaming his name and drawing attention to us as I come 
on his cock, my whole body twitching as waves of pleasure 
and heat roll through me. I pant for breath, my arms 
trembling to hold me up, only barely aware of the increased 


pressure as Eric gives two final thrusts, swells deep inside 
me, and then spills himself inside me, shuddering and 
grunting, his eyes rolled back in his head as he gives in to 
the sensation. 


We pause, both of us regaining our breath grinning at each 
other. “Well,” I say. 


Eric nods. I can tell by his face we’re both on the same 
page. That was unexpected, and it was amazing. 


Finally, I can’t stay there anymore, as much as I would love 
to. I ease myself off him with a faint squelch, and his come 
drips down onto the physio table. I laugh a little, and so 
does Eric. We’re both still heady and dizzy from the 
afterglow, and everything is fine and wonderful and bright. 


I get dressed as quickly as my tired body will allow, aware 
again of the fact that we aren’t alone in this building. As 
Eric finishes getting himself covered up, I bring a damp 
cloth from the sink and wipe down the table, clearing up 
the mess we made. 


Something hits the back of my throat suddenly, and I want 
to gag. I cover my mouth trying to hold back the wave of 
nausea that has come over me. 


“What’s wrong?” Eric asks, immediately full of concern, 
coming over to my side. 


“T don’t know,” I manage to get out, but opening my mouth 
to speak was a mistake. I only have enough time to make it 
to the sink before I heave, vomiting out my lunch until my 
stomach is empty. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


I sit by Jenny’s side, rubbing her back. We ended up coming 
back to her apartment, as it’s closer than mine, but only 
after we made a stop at a pharmacy along the way. 


“Its just a precaution,” Jenny says, for what must be the 
fifteenth time. “I’m sure it won’t be positive. It can’t - we 
haven’t even been together that long. Only a month. I’ve 
probably caught a stomach bug, or I ate something bad.” 


“Let’s just wait,” I say, still keeping up smooth circles across 
her back. They seem to soothe her, although she’s still 
jittery. I don’t blame her. I feel pretty much the same way, 
because we’re both sitting here, looking down at a 
pregnancy test, waiting for it to reveal the results. 


In spite of Jenny’s assurances, I’m not as confident as she is 
that it will be negative. Sure, we’ve only been together a 
month, but we’ve definitely made the most of the time. And 
you can get pregnant from doing it just once. Still, I keep 
my thoughts to myself. If she’s nervous about this, or she 


doesn’t want it to happen, then I don’t need to make her 
feel worse. 


“How long has it been now?” Jenny asks, scrambling for her 
phone to check the time. “The box said five minutes, I swear 
it’s been longer.” 


“Its been four minutes,” I tell her. But then my eyes drift 
back to the test and widen. Jenny is still fumbling with her 
phone, so I nudge her and point. 


The symbol has come up on the test’s window, a pink plus. 


“Wait,” Jenny says. She grabs the box and starts turning it 
over, looking for the instructions. “What was it again a pink 
plus, maybe that means I’m not...” 


“Positive,” I tell her firmly. I remember the instructions. 
She’s read it out five times already. A pink plus means 
you're definitely pregnant. 


“Positive,” Jenny repeats, her voice dropping to a whisper. 
“T’m... pregnant?” 


I stare at her for a moment, the news settling into my 
consciousness. She’s pregnant. We’re pregnant. She’s 
carrying my child! 


“Yes,” I tell her, and I can hear it in my own voice, joy. Jenny 
turns to me with wide eyes in a pale face, and I grab hold of 
her and kiss her, feeling the love I have for her flooding 
through my veins and turning everything golden. I can’t 
believe this is happening, but at the same time, it feels so 
completely right. 


“You’re not mad?” Jenny asks me earnestly. Her face is 
beginning to fill with hope, with delayed happiness and 
acceptance. “I mean, it’s so soon. We haven’t even talked 


about whether we wanted kids, and we’re not married or 
anything. I didn’t think you would want this.” 


I grip her face in my hands, cupping her cheeks so I can 
look down into her beautiful brown eyes. “I want this,” I tell 
her, and kiss her deeply. 


Until now, I’ve always focused on my career. The game was 
everything. I had to be the strongest, the fittest, the fastest. 
While my teammates dated strings of models and got 
themselves into all kinds of trouble, I stayed away both from 
the spotlight and any kind of relationship. I wanted to be 
the best. Many times, I have been. My teams have been 
winners, champions. I’ve received awards for the way that I 
play. Now, as my career begins to wind down, maybe this is 
a fitting way to see out what might be my final season, if my 
knee even lets me get started. 


Now, I have something new to look forward to. This won’t 
be the end of one part of my life. It will be the beginning of 
a new journey. Of becoming a father for the first time. And 
Jenny’s the one to give that to me. 


I pull her close against me, wrapping my arms around her, 
tucking her head so that it fits just under my chin. We stay 
like that for a while, and I just hold her, trying to get my 
head around the amazing fact that now I’m holding two 
people at once. And they are mine. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


J enny 


I walk to my seat nervously, holding my oversized cup and 
cardboard container of fries and wings, juggling them as I 
make my way past the others who have already taken their 
seats in the stadium. After a visit to the doctor a few weeks 
ago, I know now that I’m a month and a half along already. I 
won’t be showing for some time, but I’m already feeling the 
urge to eat for two. Not that Eric minds, he’s been ordering 
any kind of food I want in huge quantities to his apartment. 


I find my seat number and sit down, glancing around. I’m 
right in the center, a perfect spot to watch the game. I’ve 
just managed to fit my cup into the cupholder and get my 
food on my lap, finally comfortable, when a couple of 
giggling girls come up to take their seats on my left. 


Both of them are blonde, super skinny, and achingly tall. 
They must be models. I don’t like being near people like 
that, not when I’m alone. They tend to be the cruelest, 
beautiful girls who think they have a right to single me out 
because of my size. If they only knew that I’m perfectly 


happy the way I am, and that one of the most gorgeous men 
in the world thinks so too! 


“That’s a lot of soda,” the one seated next to me says, 
turning to me with a harsh glint in her eyes. I mentally steel 
myself, here we go, it’s starting. I wonder if I can request to 
move seats. But Eric reserved this spot specifically for me, 
so I would be able to watch him play the first game of the 
season. 


I hope his knee holds up. That’s the most important thing 
right now. Not some stick insect who can’t keep to herself. 


“T guess,” I shrug, pretending that she isn’t bothering me. 
“I didn’t want to have to get up a whole bunch of times 
during the game.” 


“You must be a real fan,” she giggles. “I’m Ashley. Are you 
with one of the team?” 


“Yes,” I say, then instantly wish I hadn’t. We’re supposed to 
be keeping our relationship quiet. Especially since I’m 
carrying his baby, Eric says he doesn’t want me to have to 
deal with the stress of being chased by the paparazzi. 
According to him, it will be better to wait until after he’s 
finished playing this season. By then the baby will be here, 
and we can go out in public casually, let people catch on 
when football isn’t as big news as it is when the games are 
on. 


“Oh? Which one?” Ashley asks. “I figured you must be. 
These seats are only given out for the players. They get first 
reserve.” 


“Eric Fairlight,” I say, because it’s too good not to say it. 
And besides, if anyone was to look at the ticket record, 
that’s what it will say. We can’t keep it a secret that Eric 
reserved the seat for me. Just the reason why. 


Brittany’s eyes widen, and she looks at me as if I’ve told her 
I’m the one who took that dress she was eyeing from the 
sale that’s no longer available in her size. “Eric Fairlight? 
But he never has anyone here for him.” 


“Well,” I say, wishing she would shut up. The players are 
coming out onto the field. “Now he does.” 


“Wait, how do you even know him?” Ashley asks. Her tone is 
beginning to border on the aggressive. I wonder if she 
thinks I have a fake ticket, or if she’s just mad that someone 
else got to him first. 


As much as I want to tell her the truth and watch the 
reaction on her face, I know that I can’t. I have to stick to 
what Eric and I agreed. “I’m his physiotherapist,” I tell her. 


“Oh.” Ashley sits back in her chair with a smug look. “I 
guess that makes sense.” 


I sigh inwardly, reaching for a wing and starting to chew on 
it. Well, the skinny bitch thinks she’s won, just like usual. It 
doesn’t matter what she thinks, I remind myself. I’m the one 
who’s got him. I’m the one carrying his baby. 


“I mean,” Ashley starts again. I want to roll my eyes so 
badly. “It’s not like Eric would ever invite a girlfriend to sit 
here and watch. That’s totally not his MO.” 


This I feel like I have to hear. Please tell me why my 
boyfriend wouldn't ever invite me here. “And why’s that?” 


“Well, because that would make it public,” Ashley says. She 
shares a knowing look and a laugh with the friend beside 
her. “Eric would never make a relationship public. That 
would ruin everything.” 


“What do you mean?” I frown, giving her my full attention. 
Ruin what? 


“Don’t you know guys like these are total players,” Ashley 
says. “If they make it public that they have a girlfriend, it 
means the press will go crazy if they’re caught sleeping 
around. My Tommy took months before he would let me 
come. I know it’s because he was still assessing his options. 
Thankfully, he realized what’s good for him and chose me. 
He knows I’m perfect for him.” 


Ashley is fanning herself with a program, a light smile on 
her face behind her sunglasses. I can’t make out what she’s 
thinking. Is she serious? 


“Eric sleeps around?” I ask. My mouth feels suddenly dry. I 
want to grab up my soda and drink it all in one go, but I 
can’t. She’ll make fun of me. 


“Of course, he does,” Ashley laughs, her voice screeching 
inside my head. “All the team does. What, you thought 
because Eric’s never been linked to anyone all these years, 
he’s some kind of monk? He’s a red-blooded man, honey. 
They all do it.” 


I don’t know what to think. Would Eric do that to me? 
Really? 


But I remember what she said. My Tommy. She’s a 
girlfriend of someone on the team. She knows what she’s 
talking about. She’s probably known Eric for longer than I 
have, even if only in passing. Maybe she’s even seen him 
with other girls, or talked to them about it. 


“Honestly, if it wasn’t for Tommy, I’d give him a ride,” Ashley 
snickers, stretching out her tanned bare legs in front of her. 
“He looks like a real stallion.” 


“Well, I’m single,” her friend laughs beside her. “I think rI 
give him a go at the party tonight.” 


I’ve heard enough. I can’t listen to this anymore. The game 
is starting, but I don’t care. I grab my soda and my wings 
and get out of my seat, ignoring the boo’s from the 
spectators behind me as I run as fast as I can without 
spilling everything up the stairs and out of the stadium. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


The halftime whistle blows and I look up, scanning the 
crowd for Jenny. I know where she’ll be sitting, I picked the 
seat myself. But as I stand there panting for breath, looking, 
I can’t see anyone but a ton of cloned bleached-blonde 
skinny girls that all look the same. Most of them are wives 
or girlfriends of the other players, not that I know any of 
them well enough to know their names. But where’s Jenny? 


Does she not care enough to stay and watch today? Maybe I 
overestimated how much importance she places on me 
being able to play. I wanted to show her that my knee is 
doing fine, that I feel good, and it’s all because of her. 


I’m being selfish. I know that, and I remember that she’s 
been struggling a little with morning sickness. Maybe she 
had to run off to throw up somewhere. I should have been 
more worried from the start, with her having to go into a 
crowd like this. 


I head off with the team, following the other players slowly 
at first as my brain catches up with me. Then I sprint 


forward. If I can find my manager, maybe he can help me 
find her. Neither of us can go into the ladies’ bathroom but 
at least we might be able to try to track her down. 


“Hey,” I say, clapping Neil on the shoulder. He’s waiting for 
me in the tunnel, as always. I know he’s been anxious about 
my injury, but that will have to wait. “I need you to find 
someone for me.” 


Neil blinks. Whenever there’s a break in the game and we 
get to talk, normally he expects only a grunt here and there 
from me. I like to keep my focus, prevent anything from 
distracting me. The rule is that we talk about the game and 
nothing else. But today is different. 


“Who?” he asks. I’m glad he’s taking me seriously right off 
the bat. I can’t stand any delays today. 


“There’s a girl,” I say. “Jenny. I reserved a seat for her, but 
she’s not there. Can you find out where she went? I’m sure 
she was there when we came onto the field.” 


Neil frowns, staring at me. “Buddy,” he says. “Are you 
feeling alright?” 


I know what he means. I’ve probably said more words to 
him in the last thirty seconds than I have in the last year. 
But I’m serious. I need to know where Jenny is. “I’m fine,” I 
tell him. “I’m worried about her. Find her. Please.” 


Then I have no choice but to let him do his job. I’ve relied 
on Neil for my whole career. He’s always been there for me. 
He’s got me good deals, kept me at a good team. Right now, 
my job is to go back into the locker rooms, hear 
encouraging words from our Coach, work on the strategy 
for the next two quarters. I can’t leave. Not right now. 


If I could, I would. 


We’re coming back out of the tunnel onto the field when I 
see Neil again. I grab him by the shoulders, falling out of 
formation with my teammates. “ Well?” 


“She was here,” Neil confirms. “But she left. I couldn’t find 
any trace of her. Ashley said she ran off before the game 
even started.” 


“Ashley?” 

“Tommy’s girl.” 
“Why?” 

“Ashley didn’t know.” 
I take a breath. 


“Come on, Fairlight, get on the field,” Coach says, rounding 
up the rear of the team. “What are you doing?” 


I hesitate for a moment longer. “Keep looking,” I tell Neil, 
then run to catch up. 


I don’t have a choice. I have to play. This isn’t some college 
game, it’s real, and it’s my future. If I mess around now, 
Coach could bench me for the rest of the season and then 
drop me from the team. At my age, no one else will take me. 


But still, my heart hammers painfully in my chest as we 
begin play, wondering if Jenny is alright, if our baby is 
alright, and where she might have gone. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


J enny 


I walk aimlessly down the street, my mind so preoccupied 
with what I heard that I don’t really have any idea where 
I’m going. It’s sheer luck that the stadium is in the busy 
downtown area of the city, one of the reasons why it’s hard 
to get in and out on game day, so within a short distance, 
I’m walking down busy shopping streets, past stores and 
restaurants. 


I probably look stupid, walking around with my food from 
the game, all on my own. I sit down on a bench to finish the 
wings, eating my confusion and sorrow, wondering if Eric 
really has been playing me all along. He’s the one that 
insisted we keep our relationship quiet. 


I hear a distant cheering and look up. There’s a store across 
from me selling televisions, one of them propped right in 
the window, a giant flatscreen. It’s showing the game. I get 
up in spite of myself and wander over. 


It’s finished already. I’ve been walking a lot longer than I 
thought. That’s probably why my feet hurt. I watch on the 


screen as the players celebrate, jumping in the air, running 
into each other for group embraces. The picture is clear. I 
watch Eric, grinning along with the rest of them, raising a 
hand to wave to the crowd. 


His team won. He looks happy. I wonder if he’s even noticed 
I’m not there. He said he would wave to me at halftime. 


He probably doesn’t care whether I’m there or not at all. 


I’ve been a real idiot. I let myself get sucked into this 
fantasy that a professional football player like Eric could 
ever really want someone like me. Of course, he would 
never want to be with me, not really, not for the long term. 
Football players marry models, or actresses, or athletes 
from other sports who know what it’s like to train hard. Not 
physiotherapists. We’re just the help to them. 


Whatever kind of dream I’ve been living in, it needs to stop 
now. I know I’ve been wrong. I get up and walk to the edge 
of the street and signal a cab, sighing at the thought of how 
expensive it will be to get back home today. It doesn’t 
matter. The dream has to end. 


I sit in the back of the cab thinking it all over. I know what I 
have to do. I’ll go home and get everything he’s ever bought 
for me, the dresses, the shoes, the jewelry, all of it. I’ll take 
it and put it all in one big box, and return it to him. I don’t 
want to owe him a thing. I want him to know that the wool 
isn’t over my eyes anymore, and he can’t bribe me with gifts 
to make me just one more of his girls. 


Come to think of it he was so smooth wasn’t he? He knew 
exactly what to do to get me to fall into bed with him. And 
me, innocent and inexperienced, I had no idea. I fell for it, 
hook, line, and sinker. 


Well not anymore. And Eric is going to know that I see him 
for who he really is before the day is out. Then when this 
sham of a ‘relationship’ is exposed, he’s going to have to 
make a choice, either he wants to be the father of my baby, 
or he goes back to his philandering ways and I leave him 
forever. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


The elevator door opens, and I almost trip over her. Jenny is 
standing right outside my front door, the last place where I 
expected to find her. 


“Jenny,” I say in surprise. I only came back here to get 
changed, and I was heading out right away to come and 
find her. I guess now I don’t have to. At some point I’ll have 
to call Neil, tell him that the search is off. I’ve had him 
running around half the city. Come to think of it, this really 
is the last place she should be. “How?” 


“How?” Jenny frowns a little. “You mean how did I get up 
here? Your doorman let me in. He remembers me. I just 
pretended I’d forgotten my key.” 


Pll have to talk to him about that, although in this case 
there’s no harm done. This is where I wanted her to be, 
after all. I step forward, my face easing into a smile, 
reaching for her. She’s holding a big cardboard box, but I 
can still kiss her on the forehead. Instead to my shock Jenny 
steps backwards and out of my way, shaking her head. 


“T haven’t come here for that,” she says, then thrusts the 
box towards me. “This is yours.” 


I take the box, not that I have a choice, and frown down at 
it. Normally I would be excited to receive a gift from her, 
but from the look on her face, I don’t think it’s a nice 
present. She looks mad. I don’t ask what’s in it, since that 
would be a fairly redundant question. Instead, I shuffle the 
weight until I can hold it up with one hand and then open 
the top of the box with the other. 


Inside I see a lot of familiar things. Things that I’ve bought 
for Jenny. Her dresses, jewelry, shoes, and other little items 
all piled up together in a haphazard mishmash. What on 
earth is going on here? 


“These are yours,” I say slowly, wondering how she could 
possibly not know that. 


“I don’t want anything from you,” Jenny says, then sniffs. “I 
can’t be bought off with presents. I’m not some hussy who 
will just sleep with you because you give her nice things. I 
need more than that. I can’t be just one of many.” 


She’s not making any sense, but I know one thing. 
Penthouse or not, the corridor outside the elevator is not 
the most private place in the world. Anyone could be 
lingering on the stairs just outside of view, trying to listen 
in. 


“I don’t know what’s happening,” I say. “But come inside 
and we can talk about it. I think there’s been a 
misunderstanding.” 


I step back expectantly through my doorway, keeping my 
eyes on her. After a pained glance to the side, which I take 
as her desire to leave, Jenny concedes and follows me. I 
notice her eyes are welling up with tears, which instantly 


makes me drop the box on the floor, shut the door behind 
her, and then pull her into my arms. 


She resists again, though barely. She makes a snuffling 
sound from within the circle of my arms and then stays put, 
though she doesn’t wrap her arms around me in return or 
lay her hands on my chest as I’m used to. 


Then, without looking up, she begins to talk, her voice 
muffled by my shirt. 


“Ashley told me about your other girls,” she says. “About 
how you don’t go public so you'll be able to sleep around as 
much as you want. She told me everything, how all the 
players do it until they’re ready to settle down.” 


“Who is Ashley?” I ask. 


“T don’t know,” Jenny half-wails. “I think she’s with someone 
named Tommy.” 


Oh. Tommy’s girl. I dimly remember Neil saying something 
about that though I’ve never been able to keep all their 
names straight. 


I turn over the rest in my head. It’s all very strange. I have 
no idea what this Ashley is talking about. 


“Maybe Tommy’s that way, but I’m not.” It’s the only thing I 
can think to tell her. “I’ve only ever wanted one woman, the 
whole time I’ve been playing.” 


Jenny sniffles again slightly. “Who?” 


At this, I have to move and hold her at arms’ length so I can 
look into her eyes. Could she really have any doubt? 


“T haven’t been doing my job properly,” I say, the words 
spilling like a growl out of my chest. I’m disappointed in 
myself. 


“What?” 


“If I was doing this properly, you would know. I’m sorry that 
you didn’t feel like you are the most important person in my 
life, because you are. It’s you. It’s only you. My girl. Mine.” 


I watch Jenny’s eyes, already brimming with tears, as they 
change, fear and self-doubt, then hope and love. The look I 
want to keep in them at all times. Only good things for my 
Jenny. No fear or sadness, not ever. 


“Why would she say that?” she asks, tearfully, droplets now 
sliding freely down her cheeks. 


“I don’t know.” I kiss her on the forehead and pull her close 
against me. “Maybe she’s a jealous bitch who needs putting 
down.” 


Jenny laughs, a wet sound against my chest. “I think that’s 
the longest sentence I’ve ever heard you Say.” 


I squeeze her tighter, closing my eyes to shut out 
everything but this feeling. I don’t say anything else. For a 
long while we just stand, until Jenny is no longer crying and 
the doubt has left her eyes for good. She’s mine and I need 
to prove it to her. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


J enny 


I get up from my seat, this time on the other side of the 
arena and away from the other family members of the team. 
It was my request, I didn’t feel comfortable being around 
them, not yet. Maybe one day, after the season is over. 


It was much better this way. I stayed to watch the whole 
game, getting up to cheer whenever Eric was in play. I 
blended in with the other fans, and no one looked twice at 
me. Just the way I prefer it. 


Better than that, the team won again. They're on a roll. Eric 
was instrumental too, he’s playing like he’s at his best, not 
like he’s only just recovered from an injury. In fact, I don’t 
know if he’s ever played this well in his career. I can’t stop 
the grin on my face as I rush up the stairs and down the 
corridor, heading for the entrance Eric pointed out to me. 


With the special pass around my neck, the doormen usher 
me in through the door that is only open to people with the 
team. I have the double bonus of not just being Eric’s 


girlfriend, but also his physio. I have special access just in 
case he needs my help after the game. 


I stop short of entering the locker rooms themselves. Maybe 
if I was a man I wouldn’t have a problem with walking into 
the place where all the members of the team are stripping 
down, showering, and changing, I know others do it. But 
I’m not quite prepared to see Eric’s whole team in the buff, 
especially considering the way our relationship has 
developed. It wouldn’t quite feel right. 


I don’t have long to wait before Eric emerges. I told him I 
would be here, and he has a grin on his face when he sees 
me. He gestures with his head and leads me down to 
another room, a larger space where a few other members 
of the team are already hanging out. Around them are 
friends and family members, special guests of the sponsors, 
and various support staff like me. 


There are tables and chairs ranged out, as well as a 
generous display of fruit and light snacks on one low table 
at the back. Eric leads me there, taking an apple from the 
display and buffing it against his shirt before taking a large 
bite. 


I’m just about to reach out and grab something for myself 
when a voice at my side makes me turn, reluctantly. It’s 
Ashley. 


“Oh, Eric! So, she is your physiotherapist after all,” she 
giggles, gesturing at me. “We girls couldn’t stop wondering. 
She ran off so quickly at the last game, I thought she must 
have stolen the ticket or talked her way in. She doesn’t look 
much like a physiotherapist after all.” 


The two blonde Barbies who stand behind Ashley giggle in 
turn. I feel my eyes burn as I look at them, not just with 
hurt but also with disgust. Why can’t she just leave me 


alone? Now Eric is in an awkward position, since he doesn’t 
want anyone to know about us yet. 


“Jenny’s not just my physiotherapist,” Eric says, slipping an 
arm around my shoulders and pulling me in tight against 
him. “She’s my woman. And she looks better than that 
because she can afford to.” 


Behind Ashley, more and more members of the team are 
arriving in the room. I feel a flush start on my face. Did he 
really just admit that out loud, where anyone could hear? 
And Ashely’s a gossip. I bet she’ll tell half the team before 
he even finishes his apple. 


“Her?” Ashley says, with a half-frowning, half-laughing 
expression. It’s like she can’t believe it could be true, and if 
it isn’t a joke, something must be very wrong. 


“Actually,” Eric says, then clears his throat. When he speaks 
again, his voice is louder, carrying across the whole room 
and making everyone glance up. “Td like to say something. 
Jenny and I are expecting a baby.” 


There’s a hushed pause across the room, before one of the 
players - his name is James; I recognize him from the field - 
speaks up. “Congrats, bro,” he says, lifting a sports bottle 
filled with orange liquid into the air. 


Then the rest of the room erupts into similar sentiments, 
the players stepping forward to clap Eric on the shoulder. 
Some of the wives and girlfriends even step forward to fawn 
over me, though I notice Ashley and her coterie retreating 
to the back of the room together. 


I feel like I could burst. I never expected Eric to stand up 
for me like that in front of Ashley, let alone to go public with 
our relationship. There’s no going back now. I don’t know 
how I could ever have doubted how he felt about me. I 


know now that this is the real deal for him as much as it is 
for me. 


I turn when the heat is off us again and plant a kiss on 
Eric’s lips, rising up on my tiptoes to do so. He smiles, and 
brushes the rough pad of his thumb over the space under 
my eye. I know what he means, no more tears. 


And he’s right. I’ve never been happier. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


I head off the field with one last wave over to where Jenny 
sits, seeing her scramble to her feet with the rest of those 
sitting in the team seats and make her way towards the 
back. I know Ill see her again in a few minutes. 


I turn and look just before I step inside the tunnel. The 
stadium is filled with cheering fans, hugging each other and 
celebrating. The scoreboard at the other end of the field 
proudly declares our win. There won’t be many more days 
like this, I know. I’m getting old. Some of the players that 
joined the team this season watched me play when they 
were kids. My career is coming to an end. 


It makes my heart ache, but I know there’s more to look 
forward to. Now that I have Jenny, I’m not afraid about the 
future anymore. There will be something to keep going for, 
no matter what. 


“Eric!” It’s Neil, calling out to me as I step inside the cool 
shade. “There you are. Listen, I need you.” 


“Now?” I frown. Neil normally comes out to congratulate 
me, or commiserate, after a game. But I’m sweaty and dirty, 
and tired from the plays. I need to shower, get changed, 
and go upstairs to relax. 


“Its important,” he says. He’s babbling at a hundred miles 
an hour, gesturing with his arms as he turns to fall in stride 
with me. “We’ve got to go up to the Coach’s office. I need 
you to take a look at the new contract they’re proposing. 
I’ve gone over everything with them, hashed out the details 
the way you usually like it. But they want it signed now.” 


I almost stop in my tracks. “Next season?” I ask. 


“Yeah, buddy,” Neil says, hitting me on the upper arm. “The 
way you bounced back from that knee, and the five wins so 
far this season, they don’t want to let you go just yet. They 
know there’s life in the old dog.” 


My first thought is Jenny. Even though it means I'll be 
playing while she takes care of our baby after it’s born, it 
means I’ll keep earning a lot of money for a little bit longer. 
That means I can buy more things for her, put aside more 
for college, a car and wedding funds. I’m not done yet. 


I really thought I was done, but they’re giving me another 
chance. Because of her and her magical hands. 


I grin, clasping onto Neil’s shoulder with a pressure that 
makes him wince. “Take me there,” I say, though my feet 
know the way. I’m just not sure whether they’re carrying 
me on the ground anymore, or up in the air. 


“So, what’s the occasion?” Jenny asks, tilting her head 
towards me. The earrings dripping diamonds that I bought 
her dangle against her neck. 


I smile. “Can’t I just treat you?” 


“You can treat me as much as you like,” Jenny says, moving 
her hand across the table to set it on top of mine. “I’m not 
talking about this, the dress, the earrings, the restaurant. 
Though I do appreciate them. What I’m asking is, what’s 
got you grinning so much all the time?” 


I laugh. I guess I can’t fool her for too long. Even in the 
short months we’ve known each other, she’s gotten to know 
me so well she can read me like a book. 


I don’t answer, but instead draw an envelope out of the 
inside pocket of my jacket and hand it to her. With her eyes 
narrowed at me in wonder, Jenny opens it and pulls out the 
pages carefully folded inside. When she reads them, she 
nearly drops them on the table into her expensive starter. 


“You got signed for another year?” she gasps. She 
continues flipping through the pages, and I know the exact 
moment she sees how much they’ve agreed to pay me, 
because her eyes widen like saucers. 


“Do you know why?” I ask, reaching up to twist a curl of her 
hair around my fingers. 


tt Why? n 


“Because of you. Because my knee healed so well.” I can’t 
stop myself from smiling so wide my face hurts. 


Jenny beams back, folds up the papers and tucks them 
away, and leans forward to kiss me. “You’re such a good 
patient, that’s why.” 


I shake my head and smile down at her. She knows what I 
think. It’s nothing to do with the patient at all, but the 
person who healed him. 


I was going to wait until later, during the dessert course, 
but I can’t anymore. We’re in a VIP booth away from other 
observers, so it doesn’t matter when or how I do it, not for 
appearance’s sake. I can’t wait. I have to do it now. 


I fish inside that same pocket for the other item hidden in 
there, and push my chair back with a scraping sound across 
the tiles. Then I swiftly drop to one knee, the healthy one 
and not the one she helped, and reach for her hand. 


“Jenny,” I say. A part of me wants to go on, to say more, to 
give her some big romantic speech like they do in the 
movies. But the truth is, everything I want to say is right 
there in that one word, in the way I say it. The way my voice 
sounds, strange even to me. Happy, choked up with it, and 
so in love it almost hurts. There’s only one more thing to 
add. “Will you marry me?” 


Jenny’s eyes go even wider, something I hadn’t imagined 
would be possible. Her hands flutter up to her mouth in 
surprise, and they fill with tears even as a grin breaks out 
onto her face. “Oh, my god,” she gasps. “ Yes, Eric. Yes!” 


I get to my feet and sweep her off hers, almost knocking the 
table over as I lift her into the air. She gasps and squeals, 
and after a moment our waiter pokes his head through the 
curtain to check if we’re alright. Seeing my happy 
expression, he quickly retreats with an apologetic nod, 
though I still see his shoes under the curtain, standing 
guard in case anyone else comes to interrupt us. 


“I’m so happy,” I tell her, and I mean it more than anything 
I’ve ever said. A fiancé, a baby on the way, a new contract 
for another season doing what I love, could life get any 
better than this? 


It almost makes me wish I hadn’t waited this long to fall in 
love. Almost, because I know that if I hadn’t waited this 


long, it wouldn’t be Jenny. And she’s the only woman I could 
ever imagine wanting. 


I set Jenny back down on her feet, and she summons the 
waiter, she’s getting used to this life already, to ask for 
champagne for me. 


“So,” she says, settling back down onto her chair and 
admiring the new ring on her finger. “After dinner, what 
shall we do to celebrate?” 


“T’ve got an idea,” I say, nuzzling her close and planting a 
kiss at her temple. “It involves my apartment, the bathtub, 
and ruining another set of silk sheets.” 


“Oh, really?” Jenny says, leaning closer to me. She snakes 
her hand under the table and rests it on my crotch, making 
me nearly jump out of my chair. “Tell me more about that.” 


I can only lean down and kiss her full on the lips, passionate 
enough to make her moan as her hand strokes over me 
through my pants. When the waiter comes in with the 
bottle, we spring apart and laugh, and I lay a napkin over 
my lap to save his blushes. 


But I don’t need champagne. Because I have everything 
I’ve ever wanted, right here beside me, embodied in one 
single form. 


EPILOGUE 


“Okay, baby,” I say, holding tight onto her hand. “Now 
you’ve got to push. Push!” 


Jenny cries out a sound of pain and effort that makes me 
wince, even more than the vice like grip she has on my 
hand. The midwife is waiting expectantly with her hands in 
front of her, a tense expression on her face. She’s muttering 
instructions as Jenny screams one last time and clenches 
down on my hand with what seems like inhuman strength. 


But my own pain is quickly forgotten, because the next 
sound I hear is a brand new sound. A baby taking its first 
breath of air and then screaming and crying, totally 
confused by its emergence into a bright and blinding world. 


“You did it,” I tell Jenny in a hushed, but triumphant tone. 


The nurses have carried the baby away a short distance, 
but I can still hear him crying. He has a powerful set of 
lungs on him. Maybe he’ll turn out to be a singer. Or a 
referee. I’ve heard some of them shout pretty loudly. 


“Can I see him?” Jenny gasps breathlessly, struggling to 
move on the hospital bed. She’s still holding onto my hand. I 
lift it to my face and kiss right below her wedding ring, 
feeling overwhelmed at the thought that my wife has just 
given birth to our son. How can this fairy tale be real? 


“Just a moment,” the nurse says soothingly. “We’re 
checking him over and giving him a quick clean-up, and 
then he’ll be all yours.” 


Almost before she has finished speaking, another of the 
staff turns, holding a swaddled bundle in her arms and 
bouncing it up and down softly. 


“Here you are, mommy,” she says, leaning down to place 
our newborn son in Jenny’s arms. 


“Oh, wow,” she breathes. She’s slicked with sweat, her hair 
plastered back against her head. No makeup, only a 
hospital gown bunched around her shoulders, her skin pale 
with exhaustion. She’s never looked more beautiful than at 
this precise moment. “Eric, look.” 


I crowd into her shoulder, looking down at his tiny face. He 
looks so perfect already, not a thing wrong with him. His 
crying has settled down to a kind of confused mewling as he 
writhes within the swaddling blankets, his tiny fists 
pumping up and down with his eyes screwed shut. 


“Little Peyton,” I say, reaching out to touch his tiny hands. 
One of them latches tightly around my finger, working to 
move it up and down as he squirms. 


“Peyton Fairlight,” Jenny says, her eyes more alive than I 
have ever seen them. “Hello, there. I’m your mommy. And 
this is your daddy.” 


“And we love you so much,” I add, thinking that this is all of 
the necessary information he needs at the present moment. 


“Would you like a picture?” the nurse whispers, not wanting 
to interrupt the moment. 


We both look up, facing towards her camera. There’s no 
need to be told when to put on a smile for the shot. Neither 
of us can keep them off our faces. 


“My wife,” I say, turning to put my forehead against hers as 
I put my arm around Peyton, supporting both him and her 
tired limbs. “And my son.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


J enny 


“Sit down,” I tell the kids, watching carefully as they pile 
one after another into the seats. It’s not like this whole 
routine is new to them. We’re here for every home game, in 
these exact seats. But somehow, they manage to turn it into 
a new song and dance every time. 


“Mommy, Montana kicked me,” Lawrence, our youngest 
boy, moans as he climbs into his seat, shooting daggers at 
his sister. 


“No, she didn’t,” I say. “She was just trying to get into her 
seat. If you all walked instead of running and climbing 
everywhere, you wouldn’t get into so many accidents.” 


“Stop nudging me,” Peyton complains, pushing his sister 
back into her own seat. I can’t quite believe he’s already ten 
years old, but here we are. “I’m trying to see Daddy.” 


“He’s not on the field yet,” I tell them, even though they 
know this already. “He’ll be in the back with the players.” 


Of course, they know the routine inside and out. They just 
love getting a glimpse of him coming onto the field. There 
aren’t a lot of managers that look like him, as tall as his 
players, and still built like them, too. 


He only ever did have that one season of playing left in him. 
As much as I tried, that knee of his wouldn’t cooperate any 
further than that. He took hit after hit, and in the end, the 
team agreed that he was no longer a viable option. Still, it 
wasn’t the end of everything like he thought it would be. If 
anything, we’ve been even busier since they asked him to 
become the new team coach. 


“Mommy, when are we getting food?” Montana asks. She 
has an appetite like her parents. 


“Halftime,” I tell her, in a tone that brooks no argument. 
“Oh, look. Daddy’s coming out now.” 


This distraction is the one thing that will stop the kids from 
pushing, climbing, and moaning and unite them in 
excitement. They all lean forward eagerly to catch sight of 
him and then cheer, Lawrence even standing up on his seat 
to see further. I quickly yank him down and make him kneel 
so at least there’s less chance of him splitting his head open 
on the ground. 


I can often drift off into thought during these games. It was 
never the sport itself that drew me in, but the mechanics of 
it, the human body. I occasionally do ad hoc work for some 
of the players, but I haven’t been a real practicing 
physiotherapist for a long while now. After all, my main 
client retired. What was I to do after that? And there’s no 
sense in getting a full schedule when the team might need 
me at any time. 


Eric settles into his place as coach, then looks up, as he 
always does, and shoots off a wave. All three of the kids 


wave back, and me alongside them. “Daddy! Daddy!” they 
shout, even though he won’t be able to hear them from 
here. I know he can guess the gist of it. 


The game kicks off, and I don’t even need to pay attention. 
The kids do it for me. Each of them are backseat experts 
now, thoroughly schooled in all of the rules and the ins and 
outs of the game. Peyton plays on his school team, and 
Montana joined the girl’s side too. I have no doubt that ina 
few years, Lawrence will be taking to that same field. 


“Mommy, did you see that?” Montana demands, with very 
wide eyes. “He broke the rules!” 


“Yes, I saw it,” I lie, smiling. The referee is making some 
kind of call on the field, while Eric stands at the sidelines 
and gestures angrily. It makes me want to laugh. He’s never 
been one to use a lot of words, but body language will get 
you a long way. 


I feel like I’m waking up from a nap when the clock ticks 
down and the game ends, stirring me from the hard plastic 
seat at last. The kids are already up, clambering impatiently 
forward. They know what’s next. 


“Calm down,” I try to tell them, gathering our things and 
pointing at the light jackets they’ve almost left behind on 
their seats. “We need to bring everything with us.” 


“T’ve got it, I’ve got it,” Montana says, with her exaggerated 
attitude that always makes me laugh. She’s like a prima 
donna, only tiny. “Come on already!” 


“Alright,” I tell them, moving out into the aisle. “Now, 
everybody stick together until we get there. Okay? I don’t 
want you running on ahead. 


“Then walk quicker,’ Lawrence says. He’s already 
beginning to learn the art of frustration from his sister. “We 


want to see Daddy!” 


“Alright, alright,” I say, grabbing onto Lawrence’s hand so I 
can at least stop him from running off. Peyton trails along at 
my side, at an age where he’s starting to think about 
whether or not it’s cool to run forward shouting for his Dad, 
which leaves only Montana to keep an eye on. 


I watch her go carefully, making sure she never gets too far 
away from us. She runs on, stops, turns and watches us 
impatiently as we catch up, then runs on again. There’s no 
use in telling them that if they run and get there quicker, 
Eric probably won’t even be there yet. They’re excited, and 
I can’t blame them. Daddy’s team won again, which means 
there'll be a celebration tonight. 


We finally catch up in the room with all the other family 
members and wait patiently, or not so much, in the kids 
cases. Then the doors open to let the first few players from 
the team trickle in, and behind them, Eric strides cheerfully, 
clapping them on the shoulders in congratulations. 


When they see him, the kids stream forward chorusing his 
name and jump on him, even Peyton. Eric grins, and as it 
always does, I feel my heart swell fit to burst. My perfect 
family, my gorgeous husband. 


“Hey, Daddy,” I tell him, leaning over the kids to kiss him. 
“Good game.” 


“The best,” he says, and kisses me back, and I know he’s not 
talking about football. 
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